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o HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 


i 


FREDERICK, 


' PRINCE of WALES. 


SI. 


"HE honour Yours ROYAL Hicuvess has done 
me in the protection you was pleaſed to give to 


this Tragedy, emboldens me to lay it now at your 
feet, and beg your permiſſion to publiſh it under your 


Royal patronage. The favouring and protecting of 


letters has been, in all ages and countries, one diſ- 
tinguiſhing mark of a great prince; and that with good 
reaſon, not only as it ſhews a juſtneſs of taſte, and e- 
lievation of mind, but as the influence of ſuch a pro- 
tection, by exciting good writers to labour with more 
emulation in the improvement of their ſeveral talents, 
not a little contributes to the embelliſhment, and in- 
ſtruction of ſociety. But of all the different ſpecies of 
Writing, none has ſuch an effect upon the lives and 
manners of men, as the dramatic; and therefore that 
of all others moſt deſerves the attention of princes, who _ 
by a judicious approbation of ſuch pieces as tend to 
E eee public and private virtue, may more than 


y any coercive methods ſecure the purity of the ſage, 5 
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DEDICATION. 


| and} in conſequence thereof greatly advance the morals 
and politeneſs of their people. How «eminently your 
Royal Highneſs has always extended your favour and 


patronage to every art and ſcience, and in a particu- 


lar manner to dramatic performances, is too well 


known to the world for me to mention it here. Al- 
low me only to wiſh, that what I have now the ho- 


Nour to offer your Royal Highneſs may be judged 


not unworthy of your protection, at leaſt in the /exzi- 
ments which it inculcates. A warm and grateful ſenſe 


of your goodneſs to me makes me deſirous to ſeize eve- 
ry occahon of declaring in public, with what profound ; 
5 een and dutiful ee — 


8 1 *. 
You Roa Highnds 3's 
moſt obliged, 
my obedient, and 


vel devoted Servant, 


| JAMES THOMSON. 
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0b is the Man! who, in this nicer Age, 


That us'd to waft you over Sta and Land. 
| Before your Light the fairy People fade, 
The Demons fig 
In vain of martial Scenes the loud Alarms 

| The mighty Prompter thundering out to Arms, | 
The Playhouſe Poſe clattering from afar, 


Now, even the Senate ſeldom awe convene ; 
The yawning Fathers nod behind the Scene. 
Tour Taſte rejects the glittering falſe Rs | 
-To figh in Metaphor, and die in Rhime. 

: High "Rant is tumbled from his Gallery Throne: 
0 Dec ription, Dreams 


8 27 hoſe Judgment fits not in your Ears and Eye. 
Thrice happy ! could aue catch great SHAKESPEAR' s rt, 4 
To trace the deep Receſſes of the Heart; 


Preſumes to tread the chaſte corrected Stage. 

Now, with gay tinſel Arts aue can no more 
Conceal the Want of Nature's fterling Ore. 
Our Spells are wvaniſh'd, broke our magic Wand, 


The Ghoſt utjelf is laid. 


The cloſe-wedg'd Battle, and the Din of I's 


nay Similies are gone. pe 


What ſpall we then ? to pleaſe you how deviſe ? 


His ſimple plain Sublime, to which is given : 


1 20 firike the Soul with darted Flame from Hewwen: . 
Could we awake ſoft OTway's tender Woe, = 
| The 7 IT * Ut Oy. and greece Lines 5 Rows. | 


We to your Hearts : het hen attend; 


"Bees their filent candid Bar abe bend. 
if warm'd they liſten, tis our nobleſt Praiſe; ; : 
; 5 cold, 1 wither all I the 9 ws . 


The | 


The Perſons Repreſented. 


en Count of Lecce.) Mr. Garrick. 
MArrRrO SirF RED, Lod| _ | 
High Chancellor of 87. Mr. Steridan, 
Ear! OsMonD, Lord High f 
| Conſtable of Sicily. | | 
 RepoLeno, Friend to Ta- 
'CRED, and Captain of the 


Mr. Delane. 


NF I M. Havard. 


Gu. rds. 

: Siorwenbs;: Daaghter of %%ͤ;́œ Sans 
 StFFREDL. | EE Mrs. Cibber. 
Laura, Siſter of Ropor- e 

;o, and Friend to 81 I Miſs Budgell. 
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9 
| Barons, Ovricans, Gvarps, 2 


2 0 E NE, the c of Palermo in n Sich. 


— 


N. B. This Play i is confderably Ls - 
8 but I hope it will not be diſagreeable : 
to the Reader to fee it as it was at firſt written; there 


being a great Difference batwint- a Tiny | in the Cloſet, 
and upon the Stage. 


* * What is omitted in \ the Aving, i is marked 
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TANCRED Ax D SIGISMUNDA. 


ACT L. SCENE I 
$161SMUNDA, LAURA. 


Then touches his laſt moments 
Laura. So 'tis fear d. | | 
Ste, The death of thoſediſtinguiſh' q by their lation, 


3 8% A H. fatal day to Seih 15 The W 


But by their virtue more, awakes the mind 
Jo ſolemn dread, and ſtrikes a ſaddening awe : 
Not that we grieve for them, but for ourſelves, 


Left to the toil of life 
Are, by the playfM children of this w orld, 


And yet the beſt 


At once forgot, as they had never been.” 


the heart is ſometimes charg' d 
With a prophetic fadneſs : Such, 'methinks, — 


Laura, tis ſaid- 


Now hangs on mine. The King's approaching ond... 


: Suggeſts a thouſand Fears. What troubles thence 
May throw the ſtate once more into confuſion, 


What ſudden changes in my father's houſe 


M.ay riſe, and part me from my deareſt Tancred, 
Alarms my thought. | 


Laura. The tears 8 love: ſick fancy 


Perverſely buſy to torment itſelf. 
But be aſſur'd, your father's ſteady friendſhi * 


Join' d to a certain genius, that commands, 
Not kneels to fortune, will ſupport and cheriſh, 5 
Here in the public eye of Sicily, | 
This—I may call him—bis adopted Son, 1 
T he noble 7 ancred, form d to all his virtues, | 
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2 Ah form d to charm his davghter —This fair 


Mon 


Has tempted far the chace. Is he not yet 
Return d? 


Laura. No.— When your father to the Kids, 
Who now expiring hes, was call'd in haſte, 


He ſent each way his meſſengers to find him; 


With ſuch a look of ardor and impatience, 
As if this near event was to Count Tancred 


Of more importance than! comprehend. 


S.giſ. There lies, my Laura, o'er my Tancred's birth 


A cloud I cannot pierce. With princely coft, 


Nay, with reſpect, which oft J have obſerv'd, 


Stealing at times ſubmiſſive o'er bis features, 


In Belmont's woods my father rear'd this youth 


Ah woods! where ficlt my artleſs boiom learnt 


The ſighs of love —He gives him out the * 


Of an old friend, a Baron of Spulia 

Who in the late cruſado bravely fell. 
But then tis firange ; is all his family 

As well as father dend? and all their friends, 

Except my Sire, the generous good S, Fredi? 
Had he a mother, filter, brother left, 

Ihe laſt remain of kindred, with what pride, 
What rapture, might they fly o'er earth and fea, | 
© To claim this riſing honour of their blood! 
This bright unknown! this all-accompliſh d youth! 
Who charms—too much—the heart of Sigr/munda ! 


Laura, perhaps your brother knows him better, 


The friend and partner of his freeit hours.“ 


What ſays Rodo/pho ? Does he N credit 
The ſtory of his birth? 


Laura He has ſometimes, 


8 Like you, his doubts; yet when maturely weigh d, 
_ Believes it true. As for Lord Tancred's elf, 
He never entertained the ſlighteſt thought 

| That verg'd to doubt; but oft laments his ſtate 
By Cruel fortune — ill Coe to yours, 
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fair 
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Sigih, 


He varies to the praiſes of your lover- 
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Sei Merit like his, the ſortune of the mind, 
Beggars all wealth Then to your brother, Laure, 
He talks of me? 8 

Laura. Of nothing elſe. Howe' er 
The talk begin, it ends with Sigtſnunda. 

Their morning, noon-tide, and their evening walks 
Are full of you; and all the woods of Helbicui 
Inamour'd with your name 

Sigiſ. Away, my friend; 
You flatter yet the dear deluſion charms. 

Laura. No, Sigi/munaa, tis the ſtricteſt truth, 
Nor half the truth, I tell you. Even with fondneſs 
My brother talks for ever of the aſhon, _ 


That fires young 7 ancred's breaſt, So much it : frices 


>: Fim, 
Ie praiſes love as if be were a lover 3 
He blames the falſe purſuits of vagrant youth, 


Calls them gay folly, a miſtaken ſtruggle 


Againſt beſt-judging nature. Heaven, he ſays, 
In laviſh bounty form'd the heart for love x--- 
In love included all the finer ſeeds 


Of honour, virtue, friendſtip, mus: 1 


Sigiſ. Virtuous Roαια uιhν˙ο 
Laura. Then his pleaſing theme 


Sigiſ. And what, my Laura, ſays he'd on that bien? 
Laura, He ſays that, tho' he were not aobly born, 
| Nature has form'd him noble, generous, brave, 
Truly magnanimous, and warmly ſcorning _ 
* Whatever bears the ſmalleſt taint of baſeneſs: 
That every eaſy virtue is his wn; 
Not learnt by painful labour, but inſpir'd, 
. in his ſoul Chiefiy one charm. 
He in his graceful character obſerves ; OS 
That tho! his paſſions burn with high impatience, 
And ſometimes, from a noble heat of nature, „ 
Are ready to fly off, yet the leaſt check _ 


Of ruling reafon brings them back to temper, 
And gentle loftneſs. 


B e 
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to. TANCRED aw 
S. 7% True! 0 true, Rodolpbo! 


Bleft be thy kindred worth for loving his! 
He is all warmth, all amiable fire, 
All quick heroic ardor! temper'd ſoft 
With gentleneſs of heart, and manly reaſon ! 


If virtue were to wear a human form 
To light it with her dignity and flame, 


Then ſoftening mix her {miles and tender graces, 
O ſhe would chule the perſon of my 7ancred ! 
G0 on, my friend, go on, and ever praiſe him; 


The ſubject knows no bounds, nor can ] tire, 
While my breaſt trembles to that ſweeteſt muſic ! ſ 


The heart of woman taſtes no truer joy, ES 

Is never flatter'd with ſuch dear enchantment 

* Tis more than ſelfiſh vanity— as when 
| She hears the praiſes of the man the loves— 


Laura. Madam, your father comes. 8 


SCENE IL. 


SteeneDt, steten unos. Lavaa. 


8.5 12 an Attendant as be enters, ] Lord 2 th en 5 | 


15 found? 


Attend, My Lond: bs quickly will be bete. e 


] ſcarce could keep before him, tho' he bid me 


Speed on, to ſay he would attend your orders.” 

S 4 Tis well—retire—You, too, my daughter leave : 
me. 

82 5 I go. my father But bow fares the King? 
S. He is no more. Gone to that awful ſtate, 


| Where Kings the crown wear only of their virtues. 


| S781. How bright muſt chen be has This ſtroke „ 7 
e  iggen;. 


He was this morning well, when to the chace 
| Lord Tancred went. 


Sif. Tis true. But at his years 


| Death gives ſhort eee Dropping: nature e then,” 5 


Without 9 


ben 


| SRO 
hout i 


. SS. 


My doubts are but too true - 
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Without a ouſt of pain to ſhake. it, falls. 
His death, my daughter, was that happy period 


Which few attain. The duties of his day 


Were all diſcharg' d, and gratefully enjoy'd 

It's nobleit bleungs; calm, as evening ſkies, 
Was his pure mind, and lighted up with hopes 
That open heaven; when, for his lat long ſleep 


| Timely prepar'd, a laffitude of life, 


A pleaſing wearineſs of mortal joy, 


Pell on his ſoul, and down he ſunk to reſt, 
O may my death be ſuch !—- He but one wiſh 
Left onfulfill'd, which was to fee Count. Tancredl 


digi. To fee Count Tancred! 
Lord 
Sf For what, my daughter — 


emotion, 


Pardon me, my 


—But, with ſuch 


. Why did you ſtart at mention of Count Tino "Y 


Sizif. Nothing —1 only hop'd the dying King 


= Might mean to make ſome generous juſt proviſion . 
For this your worthy charge, this noble orphan. 


Sif. And he has done it largely Leave me now 


Ty want ſome ages conference wit h Lord Taxcred. 


SCENE in. 


sirrerpr abe. . 
If theſe old eyes 
Can trace the marks of love, a mutual paſſion | 


Has ſeiz'd, I fear, my daughter and this Pires, 
My Sovereign now 
There lurks a brooding tempeſt, that may ſhake 

My long concerted ſcheme, to ſettle firm 

The public peace and welfare, which the King 

Has made the prudent baſis of his will- 

Away! unworthy views! you ſhall not rempt me! 
Nor intereſt nor ambition ſhall ſeduce _ 


My fixt relalvg= 


Should it be ſo? Ah there, 


—peaiſh he fe þchought 
| Which | 


N — — — —— — — 8 
— - < 2 


" In crouds alte nbled, Aruck with ſilent forow, | 8 
And 


5 TA Nc * * bt * 


Which our own good eſs to chat of millions | — 
He comes my King—unconicious of his fortune. g 


| 80 E N E IV; 


Taxczeo, sirrörbi. 


Tanc. My Lord Sifredi, in- your looks I. read 
Confirm'd, the mournful news that fly abroad. 
From tongue to , Ae then, at lat, have loſt 
The good old King 8 8 | 

Sif. Yes, we 18 loft a father 


The greateſt blefling heaven beſtows on mortals, 
Aud ſeldom found amidſt theſe wilds of time. 
A good, a werthy king !—Hear me, my Tancted, 
And I will tell thee, in a few plain words, 
| How he deſerv'd that beſt that glorious title. | 
is nought complex, tis clear as truth and virtue.“ 
He lov'd his people, deem'd them all his children ; 
| 'The good exalted and depreſs'd the bau. 
He ſpurn'd the flattering crew, with ſcorn rejected 


Their ſmooth advice that only means themſelves, 5 


Their ſchemes to aggrandize him into baſeneſs: 
Nor did he leſs diſdain the ſecret breath, 


The whiſper'd tale, that bl. ohts ; a virtuous: name. 


le ſought alone the good of thoſe for whom 


« He was entruſted with the, ſovereign power : 


© Well knowing that a people i in their rights 
And induſtry protected; living ſafe 


© Beneath the ſacred ſhelter of the laws, 


5 Encourag'd i in their genius, arts, and tabours, - 
And bappy each as he himſelf deſerves, 

Are ne'er ungrateful, With unſpairing hand, 

* They will for him provide: their filial love 
And confidence are his unfailing treafure, 
And every honeſt man his faithful guard.“ ES 

Tanc. A geveral face of grief o'eripreads the city. | 


I mark'd the pc ople, as I hither came, 
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And pouring "forth the nobleſt praiſe of tears. 

© Thoſe whom remembrance of their former woes, 
And long experience of the vain illuſions 

© Of youthful hope, had into wiſe conſent 

And fear of change corrected, wrung their hands, 
And often caſting up their eyes to heaven 

Gave ſign of ſad conjecture. Others thew'd, 

* Athwart their grief, or real or affected, | 

A ęleam of expectation, from what chance 


And change might bring * A mangled murmur. run 


Along the ſtreets; and, from the lonely court 
Of him who can no more aſſiſt their fortunes, 


I ſaw the courtier-fry, with eager e 5 


All hurrying to Conſtantia. 
Biff Noble youtl!! 


I joy to hear from thee theſe juſt ede dene, 


Worthy of riper years But if they ſeek | 


Con/tantia, truſt me, they miltake their courſe. 


Tanc. How ! Is the not. my Lord, the late King 5 ale | 
Heir to the crown of Sicily? the laſt | 
Of our fam'd Norman line, and now our queen? © 

Sif. Tancred tis true; ſhe is the late ar 5 ſiſter, 
The ſole ſurviving offspring of that tyrant 
William the bad. —ſo for his vices (til d; 


Who ſpilt much noble blood, and fore oppreſs' 7H 


Ti exhauſted land : M hence grievous wars aroſe, 
And many a dire convulfion ſhook the ftate. 
When he, whoſe death Si] mourns to day, 


© lilliam, who has and well deſerv'd the name 


/ Of god, ſucceeding to his father's throne, 


Relicv'd his country's woes'—But to return 


She is the late king” s ſiſter, born ſome months 


1 Alter the tyrant's death, but not next heir. 


Tonc. You much þ ſurpriſe My L then preſume 


; To aſk who is? 


SF. Come nearer, noble Tama. 
Son of my care! I muſt, on this eccafion,” | 


\ Conſult thy gen'rous heart; which, when conducted 


. tectitude of mind aps honeſt Kiten, 8 750 
: Gives 
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Gives better counſel than the hoary bend 
| Then know, there lives a prince, here in Palermi, Its 
The lineal offspring of our famous Hero, © 
Roger the firſt ä 
Tanc: Great heaven e far remov'd 
From that our mighty founder??h; | 
Sif. His great grandſon 25 
Sprung from his eldeſt ſon, who. died d untimely, 
Before his father. 
Tuanc. Ha! the prince you mean 
Ts he not Manfred's ſon? The generous . 
Urnhappy Manfred! whom the tyrant William, 
Vou juſt now mention'd, not content to ſpoil 
Of his pater nal crown, threw i into eters, 
And infamouſly murder d. 
Sy. Yes—the ſame. | | 
TDanc. By heavens! I joy to find. our . reign, | 
The light of earth amidſt theſe barbarous ages 
© Yet rears its head; and ſhall not, from the lance, 
© Paſs to the feeble diſtaff— But this prince. 
* Where has he lain conceal'd ? 
//. The late good 6 
By noble pity mov'd, contriv'd to ſave TR 
From his dire father's unrelenting rage; 
And had him rear'd in private, as became 
His birth and hopes, with high and princely nurture, 3 
Till now, too young to rule a troubled reac : 
_ By civil. broils moſt miſerably torn, . 
He in his ſafe retreat has. lain conceal'd, 
His birth and fortune to himſelf ankaown * 
But when the dying king to me entruſted, _» 
As to the chancellor of the realm, * . 
ny ſucceſſor he nam'd him. "IRE 
© Tanxc, Happy youth! 
He then wil triumph o'er is father s 7 ROY 3 
Ober haughty O/mond; and the tyrant's daughter. 
S./. Ay, That is what I dread—that heat of youth 3 
There lurks, I fear, perdition to the ſtate. 
id 9 85 che 4 958 oF tokinglen. war: 
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bo- Jend, the tyrant ſtill is to be fear'd; 
His daughter's party ſtill is ſtrong, and numerous: 
Her friend, Earl O/mord, - Conſtable of Sicih, | 
Experienc'd, brave, high- born, of mighty intereſt, 


Better the prince and princeſs ſnould by marriage 


Unite their friends, their intereſt and their claims: 


Then will the peace and welfare of the land 


On a firm baſis riſe. 


Tanc. My Lord S- Heli, 


If by myſelf J of this prince may judge, | | 
That ſcheme will ſcarce ſucceed — Your prudent age 5 
In vain will counſel, if the heart forbid i: 
But wherefore fear? The right is clearly his; 
And, under your direction, with each man 
„Of worth, and ſtedfaſt loyalty, to back ; 
At once the King's appointment and his birthright, 


There is no ground for fear. They have great odds, 


 * Againſt. the aſtoniſh'd ſons of violence, 
Who fight with awful juſtice on their iide.” 
= All Sicily will rouze, all faithful hearts 
Will range themſelves around Prince Marfred's fon: a 
For me, I here devote me to the ſervice _ 5 
Of this young prince; I ev'ry drop of blood | + 
Will loſe wich joy, with tranſport, in his cauſe——— 
Pardon my warmth— but That, my Lord, will never 
Too this deciſion come — Then find the Prince; ; 
Z Loſe not a moment to awaken in him 
1 The royal ſoul. Perhaps he now deſponding 
Pines in a corner, and laments his fortune; 
That in the narrow bounds of private life 
He muſt confine his aims, thoſe: ſwelling virtues 
Which from his noble. father he inherits. 


Sf. Perhaps, regardleſs, in the common bane | 


Of youth he melts, in vavity and love. 
But if the ſeeds of virtue.glow-within him, 
Iwill awake a higher ſenſe, a love hes 
| That graſps the loves and happineſs of millions. 


Zanc. Why that ſurmiſe ? Or ſhould he love, S Fredi, 


5 r doube not, it  nobly, which will ae 


And 
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And: animate: his virtues 0 permit mee 
To plead the cauſe of youth Their virtue oſt 
In pleaſure's ſoft enchantment Jull'd a while, - 

Forgets itſelf; it ſleeps and gaily dreams, 

Till great occaſion rouſe it: then, all flame, 

0 It walks abroad, with heighten'd ſoul and vigour, * 

And by the change aftonithes the world. | 

8 Even with a kind of ſympathy, I feel " | 
The joy that waits this prince; when all/the powers, 41 
 Th'expanding heart can wiſh, of doing ein . 
Whatever ſwells ambition, or exalts | 

„The human ſoul into divine —— | 

All croud at once upon him. Mie e 
Sf. Ah, my Tancred, LT | We 

Nothing fo eaſy as in ſpeculation, l BH 

And at a diſtance ſeen, the courſe of dendur, | 

* A fair delightful champian firew'd with flowers, 
But when the practice comes; when our fond paſſions, 

© Pleaſure and pride and ſelf-indulgenee throw : 

76 Their magic duſt around, the proſpect m_ | 
Then dreadful paſſes, craggy mountains riſe, _ 
Cliffs to be ſcal'd, and torrents to be ſtem'd: 
Then toil enſues, and perſeverance ftern; 
And endleſs combats with our groſſer ſenſe, 

Oft loft; and oft renew'd ; and generous pain 
For others felt; and, harder leſſon till ! 925 
Our honeſt bliſs for deere ſacriſic d 

And all the rugged taſk of virtue quails _ 
Ihe ſtouteſt heart of common reſolution. 
_ Few get above this turbid ſcene of Ariſe, „ 


„ 


Pe gain the ſummit, breathe that . . 
ITLlhhat heavenly ether, which untroubled ſees 
. * The erm of vice and paſſion rage below. 

© | Tanc. * Moſt true, my Lord. But why this augure Th 

1 | Ds. i You ſeem to doubt this prince. TI know him not. 

Vet oh, methinks, my heart could anſwer for him! 5 

Ihe juncture is ſo high, ſo ſtrong the gale 
 B That blows from heaven, as thro” the deadeſt ſoul 

1 s 4 a bremke the godlike * of virtue. 2 


Forgive me, Sir, this trial of your heart: 
Thou ! Thou art he ! 

Tanc. Si fred.“ 

Sif. Tancred, thou 


"Thou art the-man, of all the many chonliads, 


That toil upon the boſom of this iſle, 
By heaven elected to command the reſt, 


To rule, protect them, and to make them happy! 
Tanc. Manfred my father ! I the laſt ſupport 


| | Of the fam'd Norman line, that awes the world ! 


II who this morning wander'd forth an orphan, 


Outcaſt of all but thee, my ſecond father 
Thus call'd to glory! to the firſt great lot 
Of human kind. O wonder-working hand 


That, in majeſtic ſilence, ſways at will 
The mighty movements of unbounded nature; 


O grant me, heaven! the virtues to ſuſtain 
This awful burden of ſo many heroes! _ 
Let me not be exalted into ſhame, * 
FX Set up the worthleſs pageant of vain grandeur) - 


Mean time I thank the juſtice of the . 5 


Who has my right bequeath d me. Thee, S, Fredi, 

I thank thee—0 I ne er enough can thavk thee! _ 
Ves, thou haſt been thou art—ſhalt be my father! | 
Thou ſhalt direct my unexperienc'd years, _ 
halt be the ruling head, and I the hand. *_ 


Sif. It is enough for me to ſee my fovercign 
Aﬀert his virtues, and maintain his honour. 


© Tanc. I think, my Lord, you {aid the king commited 


1 you his will. I hope it is not clogg'd 
Wich any baſe 1 itions, any clauſe, 


To tyrannize my heart, and to C: n/lantia oa 


Enſlave my hand devoted to another. 
The hint you jaſt now gave of that alliance, 
Lou muſt imagine, wakes my fear. But know, | 


In this alone | will not hear Giſpate, 


Not even from' thee, S. redi Let the e 
7 Be ſtrait aſſembled, and the will there . 
h 0 
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N75 Hear him, immortal ſhades of his great fathers — 


Thencs | 


* 
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hence iſe ſpeedy orders to convene, 0 n 
This day, e er noon, the ſenate: where thoſe baron : 
Who now are in Palermo, will attend, 
To pay their ready homage to their king, | 
* Their rightful king, who claims his native crown, 
And will not be a king of deeds and parchments.” 
Si, I go, my Liege. But once again permit me 
Io tell you Now. now, is the trying criſis, 
That muſt determine of your future reign. 
fn O with heroic rigour watch your heart! 
= And to the ſovereign duties of the king, 
1 Th' unequal'd pleaſures of a God on earth, , 
t Submit the common joys, the common paſſions, 
8 „ ay, even the virtues of the private man. | | 
RT Tanc. Of that no more. They not oppoſe, but ad, | 
Invigorate, cheriſh, and reward each other. 
. ** Kind d ling wiſdom i is no * 


SCENE v. 


Maes aha. Th”; 
N generous Sigiſmunda, comes my turn, 
7 To ſhew my love was not of thine unworthy, 
When fortune bade me bluſh to look to thee. | 
But what is fortune to the wiſh of love? 
| | A miſerable bankrupt! * O tis poor, 
F. _ © "Tis ſcanty all, whatc'er we can beſtow! 
5 © The wealth of kings is wretchedneſs and want * 
Quick, let me find her! taſte that higheſt joy, 
Th' exalted heart can know, the mixt effuſion _ 
- oF . and love . the 0 comes! 


SCENE vi. 


"ONS. 1 ED, 1 By ; 
"Glade, My fluttering ſoul was all on wing to find thee, 


, Wy Love ! my W 1 
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_ 74 0 my Tasten,, wo 
Tell me, what means this myftery and gloom. 
That lowrs around ? © Juſt now involv'd in thought 

My father ſhot athwart me———You, my Lord, 

« Seem ſtrangely mov'd' -I fear ſome dark event 

From the king's death to trouble our repoſe, 

That tender calm we in the woods of Belmont 
So happily enjoy'd——Explain this hurry, * 

What means it? Say. 

Tanc. It means that we are happy 3 
on ay our moſt romantic wiſhes happy! | | b 
Sigiſ. You but perplex me more. : 
Tanc. It means, my faireſt ! OS 
"IS = That thou art Queen of Sicily ; and Ei 
HK The happieſt of mankind! than monarch more! 

Becauſe with thee I can adorn my throne. 

Manfred, who fell by Tyrant William's rage. 22 
Fam'd Roger's lineal iſſue, was my father. Fos g. 
Vuou droop, my Love; dejected on a ſudden ; | 

£25 You ſeem to mourn my fortune The loft tear 
Springs in thy eye O let n me kiſs it off- 
Why this, my Sig:/munda „ 

Sigi. Royal Tancred. | 
None at your glorious fortune can like me 
Rejoice ,——yet me alone, of all icilians, 
It makes unhappy. LETS bh, 
Tanc. I ſhould hate it then! Ef | 
Should throw, with ſcorn, the ſplendid 1 ruin a from x 1 
No, Sigi/munda, tis my hope with then | 
; To ſhare it, whence it draws its richeſt-value., + 
1 3 Sigif. Youare my ſovereign I at humble diftance— 
Tian. Thou art my queen] the ſovereign of my ſoul! 
© You never reign'd with ſuch triumphant luſtre, 
uch winning charms as now; Mer thou art * 
The dear, the tender, generous Srgi/munda! 
Who, with a heart exalted far 17 1 EIT: 


thee, 5 Thoſe ſelfiſh views that charm the common breaſt. 

Stoop'd from the height of life and courted beauty, _ 3 

gieif. 6 * then to ore me, when 1 ſcem'd of fortune 
gi | 9 „The . 


R 
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© The hopeleſi outcaſt, when 1 kad to friend, 

None to protect and own me but thy father.” 
And would'ſt thou claim all goodneſs to ET N. 
Canſt thou thy Tancred deem ſo dull of foul, 
© Of ſuch groſs clay, juſt as I reach the point 
* A point my wildeſt hopes could never image 
In that great moment, full of every virtue, 
That I ſhould then ſo mean a traitor prove 
To the beſt bliſs and honour of mankind, 

Do much diſgrace the human heart, as then,“ 
For the dead form of flattery and, pomp, 

Tbe faithleſs joys of courts, to quit kind truth, 
The cordial ſweets of friendſhip, and of love, 
The life of life! my all, my Sigi/mnnda ! pe. 

I could upbraid thy fears, call them unkind, 


Cruel, unjuſt, an outrage to my heart, 


Did they not ſpring from love. 

S879 7/. Think not, my Lord, 

That to ſuch vulgar doubts I can deſrend. 5 

Pour heart, I know, diſdains the little thou * 
Oft changing with the vain external change 
 Ofcircumitance and fortune. Rather thence | 
It would, with rifing ardor, greatly feel 


A A noble pride to ſhew itſelf the ſame.” 


But, ah! the hearts of kings are not their own. 


5 There is a haughty duty that ſubjects them 
IJ To chains of ſtace. to wed the public welfare, | a 


And not indulge the tender private virtues.” 


Some bigh · deſcended prineeſs, who will bring | 
Ne power and intereſt to your throne demand 1 


' Your royal hand Fun, een, 
Fanuc. r _ 
O ame her,not ! Were 1 this moment ns * . 

And diſengag'd as he who * never felt 


The powerful eye of beauty,” never ſigh d 


For matchleſs worth like thine, I ould "TIE : 


All thoughts of that alliance. Her fell father 
_ Moſt baſely murder'd mine; and ſhe, the daughter, 


. by * N party Rill, ms 
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His pride inherits, his imperious ſpirit, 
And inſolent pretenſions to my throne,” 
And canſt thou deem me then ſo poorly tame, 
So cool a traitor to my father's blood, 
As from the prudent cowardice of ſtate 
E'er to ſubmit to ſuch a baie propolal ? 
* Deteſted thought! O doubly, doubly hateful ? 
From the two ſtrongeſt paſſions ; from averſion: 
To this Conflantia—and from love to thee. 
* Cuſtom, 'tis true, 2 venerable tyrant, 
*.O'er ſervile man extends her blind dominion ; | 
* The pride of kings enſlaves them; their ambition, 


© Or intereſt, lords it o'er the better paſſions. 


© But vain their talk, maſk'd under ſpecious words 
Ot ſtation, duty, and of public good: 
They whom juſt heaven has to a throne exalted, 
To guard the rights and liberties of others, 
What duty binds them to betray their own? ; 
For me, my freeborn heart ſhall bear no dictates, 
* But thoſe of truth and honour ; wear no chains, 
But the dear chains of love and Sig:/munda ! 

Or if indeed wy choice muſt be directed 

By views of public good, whom ſhall [ chuſe | 
So fit to grace, to ignify a crown, . 
And beam ſweet mercy on a happy people, 
As thee, my Love? whom place upon my throne. 


But thee, deſcended from the good $:ffredi ? 


*T'1s fit that heart be thine, which drew from him. 
Whate'er can make it worthy thy acceptance. 
Sigi/. Ceaſe, ceaſe, to raife my hopes above my Gary 
Charm me no mere, my Tancred f——O that we 
In thoſe bleſt woods, where firit you won my ſoul, 
Had paſs'd our gentle days ; ; far from the toil 
And pomp of courts! ſuch is the with of love; 


Ol love, that, with delightful weaknefs, knows 


No bliſs and no ambition but itſelf. 


hut in the world's full light, thoſe charming dreams, | 


*'Thoſe fond illuſions vaniſh. Awful duties, 
The tyranny of men, even your own heart, 
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; « Where lurks a ſenſe your paſſion ſtifles now.” 
But proud imperious honour call you from me. | 
*Tis all in vain—— You cannot huſh a voice 
That murmurs here l muſt not be perſuaded !_ 
Tanc. | Kneeling ) Hear me, thou ſoul of all my __ 
| and wilhes! 
And witneſs, heaven! prime ſource of love and] joy ! E 
Not a whole warring world combin'd againſt me; 
It's pride, it's ſplendor, it's impoſing forms, 
© Nor intereſt, nor ambition, nor the face | 
© Of ſolemn ſtate, not even thy father's wiſdom,” 
Shall ever ſhake my faith to Sigi/munda! 
[Trumpets and Acelamations beard: 
„ - bark! the public voice to duties calls me 
| Which with unwearied zeal I will diſcharge ; 3 
And thou, yes thou, ſhalt be my bright reward EK 
| Yet—ere I go—to huſh thy lovely fears 
| Thy delicate ObjeCtions————[ his Name. 
. | Take this blank, 
1 Sign'd with my name, and give it to thy father: 
Tell him 'tis my command, it be fill'd up 
With a moſt ſtrict and ſolemn marriage contract. 
How dear each tie ! how charming to my _ . 
That more unites me to my ee, 5 


: he ths and for my t $ ood to bee 
b all the bliſs WRIOH ER apts can o ge. 


"ROY I: SCENE * 


1 sir rab! 1 4 
7” 8815 far * tis _ -The late king's will proved 
Upon the and counſel'd ; that Prince Tancred 
Shall make Conflantia partner of his throne, 
*tO great, O wiſht'd event! whence the dire ſeeds _ 
Of * inteſtine drei of civil * . 3 


— 
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* And all its dreadful miſeries and crimes, | 


Alas ! how frail the ſtate of human bliſs ! 
When even our honeſt paſſions oft deſtroy it. 
l was to blame, in ſolitude and ſhades, | 

Anfectious ſcenes ! to truſt their youthful hearts. 


Which his raſh fondneſs gave her, ſhews how much, 
To what a wild extravagance he loves— _ 
I ſee no means—it foils my deepeſt abe N 
How to controul this madneſs of the king. 

That wears the face of virtue, and will thence 


My own advice, of which I more and more 
Approve, the ſtrict conditions of the will, 5 
* Highly demand his marriage with Conſtantia 1 
Or elſe her party has a fair pretence, N 
And all, at once, is horror and confuſion _ 


Here ſummon'd to the palace, meet already, a 
To pay their homage, and confirm the will. 
On a few moments hangs the public fate, 
On a few haſty moments — Ha! there ſhone 


WT | a of e's es —with this very paper 
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Shall He for ever rooted from the land. 
May theſe dim eyes, long blaſted by the rage 
Of cruel faction and my country's woes, 
«© Tir'd with the toils and vanities of life, 
« Behold this period, then be clos'd in peace l' 

But how this mighty obſtacle ſurmount, 
Which love has thrown betwixt ? Love that diſturbs 
The ſchemes of wiſdom till ; that wing'd with pailong 
Blind and impetuous in its fond purſuits, 5 
Leaves the grey headed reaſon far behind. 


Would I had mark'd the riſing flame! that now 

« Burns out with dangerous force My daughter owns 
Her paſſion for the wg ſhe trembling own'd it, 
With prayers and tears and tender ſupplications, 
That almoſt ſhook. my firmneſs—And this blank, 


Diſdain reſtraint, will from his generous heart 
Borrow. new rage, even ſpeciouſly oppoſe _ 
To reaſon reaſon—But it mutt be done. 


* How iflue from this maze ?*—The pear barons 8 
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I yet will fave him Neceſſary means 3 


For good and noble ends can ne er be wrong · 


In that reſiſtleſs, that peculiar caſe, 


Deceit is truth and virtue But how hold 
This lion in the toi: ?—O Iwill form it 

Of ſuch a fatal thread. twiſt it ſo ſtrong 
With all the ties of honour and of duty, 


That bis moſt deſperate fury ſhall not break | 
The honeſt ſnare—* Here is the royal hand 


will beneath it write a perfect full 


And abſolute agreement to the will; 
Which read before the nobles of the rec 5 
Aſſembled in the ſacred face of Sicily, 


© Conflantia preſent, every heart and eye | 
© Fix'd on their monarch, every tongue applauding, 


He muſt ſubmit, his dorm: of love muſt yaniſh— 

It ſhall be done! — To me, I know, tis ruin; ; J 

But ſafety to the public, to the king. 
I Will not reaſon more, I will not liſten 

Even to the voice of honour No — tis fix'd! 

I here devote me for my prince and country; 

Let them be ſafe, and jet me nobly-periſh! _ 

_ © Behold. Earl Ormond comes; without * aid | . 

* Ee all in vain. 


SCENE I. 


SIE ea SrepREDL. 


5 Ohm My Lord S/ Fredi, 


I from tio council haſten'd to Wan bana, 


And have accompliſh'd what we there propos U. 
3 princeſs to the will ſubmits her elaims. 
She with her preſence means to grace the ſenate, 
And of your royal charge young Tancred 's nt - 
Accept. At firſt indeed, it ſhock'd her hopes 


»Of reigning ſole, this new ſurprizing ſcene = 
Of Manfred's Son, appointed by the king 


The 
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The juſtice of the caſe, the public good | 
And Tins eſtabliſh'd peace which thence would le, 
Join'd to the ſtrong neceſſity that urg d her, | 
© If on Sicilia's throne ſhe meant to fit, 85 | a 
As to the wiſe diſpoſal of the will 
« Her high ambition tam'd.” Methought, beſides, 
I could diſcern that not from prudence merely 
9 > She to this choice ſubmitted. 
” KF SF. Noble Oſmond, 
You have in this done to the public great 
And ſignal ſervice. Ves, I muſt avow it; 
This frank and ready inſtance of your zeal, 
In ſuch a trying criſis. of the ſtate, | 
When intereſt and ambition might have warp 4 
ng. Your views; I own, this truly generous virtue 
We _ Upbraids the raſhneſs of my former judgment. 
| On. Siffredi, no. To you belongs the praiſe ; 
© The glorious work is yours. Had | not ſeiz d, 
Improv'd the wiſh'd occaſion to root out 
Diviſion from the land, and ſave my country, BY. 
„ had been baſe, been infamous. for ever“ Ts 
5 "Tis you, my Lord, to whom the many thouſands, * {4 
l 7 That by the barbarous ſword of civil var 1 ö 
FA Had fallen inglorious, owe their lives; * to you No {4 
The ſons of this fair iſle, from her firſt peers 
Don to the ſwain who tills her golden plains, | 
3 © Owe their ſafe homes, their ſoft domeſtic hours, — 
And thro' late time poſterity ſhall bliſs you, 1-4 
* * You who advis'd this will'— | bluſh to think, 3 
I have ſo lan oppos'd the beſt , 
In Sicily * With what impartial care T7 2 
s Ought we to watch o'er prejudice and PR | 
Nor truſt too much the jaundic'd eye of party! 
Henceforth its vain deluſions I renounce, 
- © Its hot determinations, that confine 
* All merit and all virtue to itſelf.” | | 
To your's I join my hard; with you will own 
"+4 ey No intereſt and no» party but my country. 
" Sock in your: MAY only my ambition: . 
The 5 n Phone; 


* 
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There is a dearer name the name of father, 
By which TI ſhould rejoice to call Si redi. 
| Your daughter's hand would to the public weal 
Unite my private happineſs. 
S My Lord, | "Fo Ak 
* You have my glad conſent. To be allied 
To your diſtipguiſh'd family and merit, 
J ſhall eſteem, an honour. From my ſoul 
I here embrace Earl Oſmond as ”M friend, 
And fon. © PEEL 
D/. You make bim happy. This aſſent, 
So frank and warm, to what I long have wird 
Engages all my gratitude; at once. 
In the firſt bloſſom, it matures our friendſhip.” 
1 from this moment vow myſelf the friend, 
And zealous ſervant of Sifredi's houſe. 


OP Bebe an Officer belonging to the G . 

Officer to Si fred. The king, my Lord, demands 

your ſpeedy preſence. 

” I will attend him irait—Farewel, my Land: 
8 The ſenate meets; there, a few nnn W Ts. | 
1 will rejoin you. | o 
0 O/m. There, my noble Lord, 

We will compleat this ſalutary work, 
Will there _ a new e era. ye 


SCENE II. 


. 5 e. „ 

| 5 gives his daughter to my . 985 

But does ſhe give herſelf? Gay, young, and Hatter'd, | 

Perhaps engag'd, will ſhe her youthful 1 . 

Yield to my harſher, uncomplying years 2 a 
1 am not form'd by flattery and praiſe, 

By ſighs and tears, and al! the whining trade 
Ot love, to feed a fair one's vanity ; - va 

£7 To charm at once and _ her. | "Theſe fot arts Nc 

| | or 
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Nor ſuit my years nor temper ; theſe be left 

To boys and doating age. A prudent father, 

By nature charg'd to guide and rule her choice, 

| Reſigns his daughter to a huſband's power, : 
Who with ſuperior dignity, with reaſon, _ 
And manly tenderneſs, will ever love her; 

Not firſt a — ſlave, and then a en, 


8 C EN E lv. 


5 | | Eater iſt Orrickx. | 
| My Lord, the king is robed, the ſenate ſits, 5 = 
And waits "No preſence. nt [Ex. Of 


3 "Shout. Enter 24 Orricrs, 
1 bags not ſeen _ 


i So wild a tumult, the town is mad wah 3 


: 35 Shew us our king, they ery, our Norman King. 
o— The valiant Manfreds ſon, who lov'd the people. 
4 5 In vain I.told them, we had ſtricteſt orders, 


Too keep for him himſelf, and for the barons, 
All theſe apartments clear. Nought cou'd 
Appeaſe their ſtorm of zeal, till at 
The northern gate, that fronts the ſea, 
1 promis'd them admittance. . 
1i1t Off I do not marvel at their rage of j Joy : 
| He is a brave and amiable prince, =o 
When in my Lord S: Fredi's houſe I liv'd, 
_ Exe by his favour | obtain'd this office, 
I there remember well the young Count 7. ancred. 
5 To ſce him and to love him were the ſame. 
Pp He was fo noble in his ways, yet ſtill _ | 
er'd, im So affable and mild Well, well, old Sicil 5 
Vet happy days await thee! 1 95 
2d Of. Grant it heaven! 
We have ſeen ſad and troublous times enough. 


He is, they lay, to wed the late king 5 ſiſter, 
| Cor, (ania. 5 
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iſt 07 Friend, of chat 1 greatly doubt. 

Or I miſtake, or Lord Si fredi's daughter 
The gentle Sigi/munda has his heart. 
If one may judge by kindly cordial looks, 
And fond aſſiduous care to pleaſe each other, 
Moſt certainly they love O be they bleſt, 
As they deſerve! It were great pity avght 
Should part a matchleſs pair: the glory he, 
And ſhe the blooming grace of Sicily / 5 
2d Of. My Lord. ey comes. 


2 0 E N E vI. 
1 5 e from | the Senate | 
My honeſt friends, 5 = 
You _—_— ĩĩĩ ((( (Ofees go out, 


A A flormis in the wind. 
This will perplexes all. No, Tancred never 
Can itoop to theſe conditions, which at once 
Attack his rights, his honour, and his love. 
0 Thoſe wiſe old men, thoſe plodding grave tate 
„% Seed 
4 « Forget the courſe of rh. ; their crooked prudence, 
© To baſeneſs verging ſtill, forgets to take 
© Into their fine-ſpun ſchemes the generous heart, 

That thro' the cobweb ſyſtem burſting lays _ 
Their labours waſte—So will this buſineſs prove, 

© Or J miſtake the king — Back from the pomp 
He ſeem'd at firſt to ſhiink ; and round his brow 
©] maik'd a gathering cloud, when by his fide, 

* As if defigned to ſhare the public homage, 
le ſaw the tyrant's daughter. But confeis'd, 

At leaſt to me, the doubling tempeſt frown'd, 
and ſhook his ſwelling boſom,” when he heard | 
Th'unjuſt the baſe conditions of the will. 

Uncertain toſt, in cruel agitation. 
He oft, meihought, addreſs'd himſelf to 8 
5 And interrupt 85 Hoc: who re . OS 
wi 
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With unis haſte, to dread that interruption, ; 
And hurry'd on- But hark! I hear a noiſe, 
As if th'aſſembly roſe ?—Ha ! Sigiſmunda, 


Oppreſs' d with grief and wrapt in pong ſorrow, | 
Paſſes along 


[Sigiſmunda and Attendants paſe thro 
. the * Scene. Laura advances. 


8 c E N E vn. 
RovoLeno, Launa. 


" Ts Your high- prais'd friend, the king, 
Is falſe, moſt vilely falſe! 1 he meaneſt ſlave 
9 5 Had ſhown a nobler heart; nor groſsly thus, 
out, By the firſt bait ambition ſpread, been gull'd. 
En, He Manfred's ſon ! away! it cannot bee 
'The ſon of that brave prince could ne'er betray _ 
Thoſe rights ſo long uſurp'd from his great fathers, 
Ns Which he, this day, by ſuch amazing — . 
ate- W Had juſt regain'd; he ne'er could ſacrifice 
a ok All faith, all honour, gratitude and love, bs 
nce, Even juſt reſentment of his father's fate, 
1 8 And pride itſelf; whate' er exalts a man 
Above the groveling ſons of peaſant mud, 5 
All in a moment And for what? Why, truly 


k 5 For kind permiſſion, gracious leave, to ſit 
ED On his own throne with Tyrant William's daughter! 
v HF _£#-4. I ſtand amaz d- Vou ſurely woug him, Laura, 


There muſt be ſome miſtake. 
Laura. There can be none! 
8 ifredi read his full and free conſent, | 
Before th applauding ſenate. True indeed, | 
A imall remain of ſhame, a timorous weakneſs, 
Even daſtardly in falſhood, made him bluſh | 
To act this ſcene in Seiſeuada e 
Who ſunk beneath bis perfidy and baſeneſs. 
Hence, * to-morrow ke adjourn'd the ſenate 


With Tomorrow 
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To-morrow fix d with infamy to crown Riess 
Then, leading off his gay triumphant princeſs, 
Fe left the poor unhappy Sigiſmunda, 

To bend her trembling ſteps to that ſad home 

His faithleſs vows will render hateful to he. 
He comes Farewell I cannot bear his preſence! 


SCENE VIII. 
| Taxcanp, StyynzDI, RovoLyNo. : 


'Tancee, entering, t S$iyenevr. : 
Avoid me hoary Traitor !——Go, RAN: 


| Give orders that all pallages this way  » 


Be ſhut——-Defend me from a hateful world, 
The bane of peace and honour—then return- 
What! doſt thou haunt me fill? O monſtrous info! 
Duaparallel'd indignity ! Juſt heaven! 4 
Was ever king, was ever man fo. treated r 
So trampled into baſenels? _-* - ep 
. Here, my Liege. „ 
Here ſtrike! 1 nor deferve, nor aſk for mercy. Ei 
Tanc. * Diſtraction Rel my ſoul Hold, reaſon 
. « hold . 
Thy giddy ſeat—O this inboman outrage. 


5 * Unhinges though.! 


= - 
1 


r 
1 


* 
To 


| 


Si. Exterminate thy ſervant!“ . 

Tanc. All, all but this I could have 8 this | 

his daring inſolence beyond example! _ 

This murderous ſtroke that Rabs my peace for ever! 
'That wounds me there—there ! ! where the buman heart 

Mott exquiſitely feels- | | 

. © bear it not; FO 1 

8 My royal Lord! oaks on me your pengeance 

Tac. Did ever tyrant image aught ſp cruel! 

The loweſt ſlave that crawls upon this earth, 1 

Kobb' d of each comfort heaven beſtows on mortals, - 

On the bare 18 has fill his virtue leſt, | 


FI I OE EE om 3 on a Cd” - th. walk "a. aid; 
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The facred treaſure of an honeſt heart, 
Which thou haſt dar'd, with raſh audacious hand, 
And impious fraud, in me to violate——— 
Sif. Behold, my Liege, that raſh audacious hand, 
Which not repents its crime O glorious; happy! . 
If by my ruin I can fave your honour. | 
Tanc, Such honour I renounce ! with ſovereign ſcorn. 
Greatly deteſt it, and its mean adviſer! 5 ha 
Haſt thou not dar'd beneath my name to ſhelter— 
My name for other purpoſes deſign d. 
Given from tie fondnets of a faithful heart, 
* With the belt love o'erflowing—haſt thou not” 
Beneath thy ſovereign's name baſely pretum'd 
To ſhield a lye? alye! in public utter'd, 
To all deluded Sic:/y? But kvow, 
This poor contrivance is as weak as baſe. 
ul! In fuch a wretched toil none can be held 
mT But fools and cowards O thy flimſy arts, 
Touch'd by my juſt and burning indignation,  ' - 
Shall burſt like threads in flame !——Thy doating , 
EE — * TRIES VVV 
But more ſecures the purpoſe it would ſhake. 
ſon, Had my reſolves been wavering and doubtful,  _ 
| This would confirm them, make them fix'd as fatez 
This adds the only motive that was wanting 
To urge them on thro' war and defolation'—— _ 
What! mary her! Conflantia! her! the daughter | 
his! Ok the fell tyrant who deſtroy'd my father! 3 
The very thought is madneſs! Ere thou ſeeſt | 
LY The torch of Hymen light theſe hated nuptials, 
3 Thou ſhalt behold Sicilia wrapt in flames 
| Her cities raz d, her valleys drench'd with flaughter= _ 
ER Love ſet aſide—my pride aſſumes the NE N | 
1 My honour now is up; in ſpite of thee, 
7 A world combin'd againſt me, I will give _ 
; This ſcattered will in fragments to the winds, 
1 Aſſert my rights, the freedom of my heart, 
91 Cruſh all who dare oppoſe me to the duſt, + 
The And heap perdition on thee! CO 


875. 
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- Sf fir, - tis J . 
Exhauſt on me your rage; I claim it * | 
But for theſe public threats thy paſſion utters, 
Tis what thou canſt not do! | 
Tanc. I cannot! Ha! 
Driven to the dreadful brink of fach 9 
Enough to make the tameſt coward brave, a 
And into fierceneſs rouze the mildeſt nature, 
i What ſhall arreſt my vengeance ? who? 
Si. Thy (ſelf! 
Tanc. Away! dare not to juſtify thy crims Þ 
That that alone can aggravate its horror; 
Add inſolence to infolence—perhaps 
May make my rage 8 1 
Si. O let it burſt : 
On this grey head devoted to thy farvicwt - 
But when the ſtorm has vented all its fury, PTR 
Thou then muſt hear—nay- more, I know, thou wilt | 
Wilt hear the calm, yet ſtronger voice of reaſon. 
© Thou muſt reflect that a whole people's ſafety, 


k 2 The weal of truſted millions ſhould bear down, 


Thyſelf the judge, thy fondeſt partial pleaſure.” 
Thou muſt reflect that there are other duties 
A nobler pride, a more exalted honour, 


Superior pleaſures far, that will oblige, Ho 


Compel thee, to abide by this my deed, 
»Unwarranted perhaps in common , 
But with neceſſity, even virtue's tyrant, 


. © With awful voice commanded'. Ves, thou maſt, 


In calmer hours, diveſt thee of thy love, 
Theſe common paſſions of the vulgar breaſt, 
This boiling heat of youth, and be a wr bd 
5 The lover of thy people 
Tan. Truths ill employ'd ! 1 TE 

| « Abus'd to colour guilt! — a king a king! 
Ves I will be a king, but not a ſlave! 


In this will be a king! in this my people 


Shall learn to judge how I will guard their rights, 
x When they: behold x me me my ou. - 
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But . I, ſay, been treated like u king 1 0 
Heavens ! could I ſtoop to ſuch outragious uſage, 
I were a mean a ſhamelefs wretch, unworthy "= 
To wield a ſcepter in a land of flaves, 8 \ "vj 
A ſoil abhor'd of virtue, ſhould bely 1 
My father's blood, bely thoſe very maxims, 
At other times, you taught my youth—S:fred: ! 
[ A ſaſtened Tone of voice. 
87 Behold, my prince, behold thy poor old ſervant, 
s © Whoſe darling care, theſe twenty years, has been 
To nurſe thee up to virtue; who for theo, 
Thy glory and thy weal renounces all, 
All intereſt or ambition can pour forth; 
What many a ſelfiſh father would purſue 
_ © Thro' treachery and crimes : behold him here? 
Bent on his feeble knees, to beg, conjure thee, 
Wich tears to beg thee, to controul thy paſſion. 
2 And ſave thyſelf, thy honour, and thy ar: rag 
„ Kneeling with me, behold the many thouſands 
To thy protection truſted : fathers, mothers, I 
The ſacred front of venerable age, 
The tender virgin and the helpleſs infant; 
The miniſters of heaven, thoſe, who maintain, 
* Around thy throne, the majeſty of rule; | 
And thoſe, whoſe labour, ſcorch'd by winds and an. 
Feeds the rejoicing public: ſee them all, 
Here at thy feet, conjuring thee to ſave them, 
5 From miſery and war, from crimes and rapine! _ 
fa, Can there be aught, kind be ven l in ſelfeindulgence 
— — To weigh down theſe ? this aggregate of love, 
© With which compar'd the deareſt np HE „ 
Is but the wafted daſt upon the ballance ? 
Turn not away Oh is there not ſome \ 1 
In thy great heart, ſo ſenſible to kinddieſs, 
And generous warmth, ſome nobler part, to feel 
The prayers and tears of theſe, the mingled voice 
Of heaven and earth! | ET IL, 
Tanc. There is! and thou haſt tovch'd it. W 
Riſe, riſe, Nane thou halt undone me, 
But | | E |  Vakind 
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_ Unkind 01d man !—O ill-intreated Tancred! | 
Whieh way ſoe er I turn, diſhonour rears 
Her hidevus front —and miſery and ruin]! 
Was it for this you took ſuch care to form me; 
For this imbued me with the quickeſt ſenſe 
Of ſhame; theſe finer feelings, that ne'er vex 
* The common maſs of mortals, duly happy 
In bleſt inſenſibility? O rather | | 
7B Lou ſhould have ſear'd my heart ; taught a me that | 
power 
And ſplendid intereſt lord it ſtill o'er virtue; 1 
That, gilded by proſperity and pride, 
There is no ſhame; no meanneſs: temper d thus, 
| © Thad been fit to rule a venal world. 
Alas what meant thy wantonneſs of prudence?” | 
Why have you rais'd this miſerable conflict - „ 
Betwixt the duties of the king and man?; "ig 3 
get virtue againſt virtue? Ah. Si fredi 1 1 
_ * "Tis thy ſuperfluous, thy unfeeling wiſdoem 
That has involv'd me in a maze of error, 


Almoſt beyond retreat But hold, my foul, 


Thy ſteady purpoſe—Toſt by various * 
To this «ternal anchor keep There i . 
Can be, no public without private virtue- Th 

Then mark me well, obſerve what I command ; : 

It is the ſole expedient now remaining 0 
To morrow, when the ſenate meets again, 5 
VDnfold the whole, unravel the deceit; 
Nor that alone, try to repair its miſchief; 25 
There all thy power, thy eloquence and intereſt, " 8 - 
© Exert to re-inftate me in my rights, . = 
And from thy own dark ſnares to diſembroil me'— 7 = 
Start not, my Lord, — this muſt and-ſha}l be done! 
Or here our friendſhip ends Howe er diſguis d, 
| "Whatever thy pretence, thou art a traitor! 3 

Si,. I ſhould indeed deſerve the name of traitor, 
And even a traitor's fate, had I ſo ſli ghtly, 
From prineiples ſo — done what I all, 


ue it: Ü 
_ 1555 l 7. 


2 5 5 IT 


anc. 


+ And writhing in the ſnare ; juſt as I went, : 
At your command, to wait you here lg that 4, 
7M Was the gs deed, not his, 1 34 2 


* 
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Tae. Ha! ; 
Sif. My Liege; 


Expect not this—tho' practis d long is in courts, 
I have not ſo far learn'd their ſubtile trade, 


To. veer obedient with each guſt of paſſion, 
I honour thee, I venerate thy orders, 


But honour more my duty. Nought on earth. 
Shall ever ſhake me from that ſolid. rock, 
Nor ſmiles nor frowns. 


Tanc. You will not: then — 
Sif. I cannot! 755 
Tanc. Away !» Regone ld my Rodl, c come, 


Ad fave me from this traitor Hence, I ſay, - 


© Avoid my preſence ſtrait ! and know, old man, 


2 Thou my. worſt foe beneath the maſk of friendibipy 


Who, not content to trample in the. duſt » 


* 4. My deareit rights, doſt with cool inſolence 
._ *-Perſift, and call it duty; hadſt thou not 
A daughter that protects thee, thou ſhouldſt feel 


LY 
g * 


„The vengeance thou elne N TROY" 


Ray”: 
SCENE IX. 


'Tancarp, Roverrno. 


Rod What can incenſe my- prince ſo i 


8 Againſt his friend $'fredi ? 


Tanc. Friend! Nodolpho? 


| When T have told thee what this friend has done, 


How play d me like a boy. a baſe - born wretch, 


Who had nor heart nor ſpirit! chou wilt ſtae 
| Amaz d, and wonder at my ſtupid patience. 


Rod. * 1 heard; with mixt aſtoniſhment and wich.” 


Phe king” $ unjuſt diſhonourable will, 
Void in itfolf- 


-I ſaw you ſtung with rage, 


vx 
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Tanc, . O he advis'd it! | 
© Theſe many years he has in ſecret hatch'd - 


This black contrivance, glories in the hems: Ly 


And proudly plumes him with his traiterous virtue. 
But that was nought, Rodolpho, nothing, nothing! ? 
O that was gentle, blameleſs to what follow'd ! 


I had, my friend, to Szgi/munda given, | 
To buſh her feard. in the full guſh of Readable: 


© A blank ſign'd by my hand—and he—O heavens! 


Was ever ſuch a wild attempt !—he wrote 


_ © Beneath my name an abſolute compliance 


To this deteſted will; nay, dar'd to read it 
Before myſelf, on my inſulted throne 

_ © His idle pageant plac'd Oh, words are weak, 
© To paint the pangs, the rage, the indignationz _ 

Z That Win from thought to thought * foul oo 


ctempeſt, 


Now on the point to burſt, and now by ſhame. 
Repreſs d But in the face of . 
All mad with acclamation, what, Rodolphe, 

What could I do? The ſole relief that roſe 


To my diſtracted mind, was to adjourn 


* ; 
_ , - 


Th a embly till to-morrow—But to- morrow 
What can be done—— O it avails not what! 
i care not what is done My only care 
I s how to clear my faith to Sig1/munda. fn 
© She thinks me falſe! She caſt a look that kilhd me T2) 
© O am baſe in Sg//nunda's eye! | 
The loweſt of mankind, the moſt peridions? 


Rid. This was a ſtrain of infolence indeed, 


A daring outrage of ſo ſtrange a nature, 
As ſtuns me quite 


Tanc. * Curs'd be my timid prodence 


1 4 That daſh'd not back, that moment, in his face, bs 
I The bold preſumptuous lye—and curs'd this band! 


That fiom a ſtart of poor d&:lmulation, 
Led off my Si.i/munda's hated rival. 


Ah then! what, poiſon'd by the falſe appearance,” 5 


Cw * cnc Wei thy . of me 


. be How, 


$1IGISMUNDA. . * 


s How, i in the filent bins metz of ſoul, | 
How didſt thou ſcorn me, hate mankind, thyſelf, 

For truſting to the yows of faithleſs . 

For ſuch I ſeem d- I was The thought diſtracts me! 

© I ſhould have caſt a flattering world ade, | 
_ * Ruſh'd from my throne, before them all avow'd her, 
The choice, the glory of my free-born heart, 

And ſpurn d the ſhameleſs fetters thrown upon it 

© Inſtead of that Confuſion! —— what I did 
© Has clinch'd the chain, confirm'd S Fredi's Erin, 
And fix'd me down to K 
Rod. My Lord, 5 
Blame not the conduct, which your ſituation . 

« 'Fore from your tortur'd heart— What could you do? 
Had you, lo circumſtane d, in open ſenate, 
n _ © Before th' aftoniſh'd public, with no friends 
. * Prepar'd, no party form'd, affronted thus 

The haughty princeſs and her powerful faction, 
Supported by this will, the ſudden ſtroke. 

Abrupt and premature, might have recoil'd 
Upon yourſelf, even your own friends revolted, 

And turn d at once the public ſcale againſt ur 
Beſides, conſider, had you then detected, 

In its freſh guilt this action of S Fredi, 
Vou mult with ſignal vengeance have chaſtis d 


FO The treaſonable deed Nothing ſo mean 
e! * As weak inſulted power that dares not puniſh. 

T5 And how would that have ſuited with your love ? 

5 His daughter preſent too? Truft me, your condudt. 


© Howe'er abhorrent to a heart like yours, 

Was fortunate and wiſe 
. Eer to adviſe ſubmiſſion 

Tan. * Heavens! Submiſſion ! 


Not that mean | 


5 Coold T deſcend to bear it, even in 6 thou be,” 5 
3 Deſpiſe me, you, the world, and Siiſmanda "2 
IT > Submiſſion No !—To-morrow's glorious light © 
3 Shall flaſh diſcovery on this ſcene of baſeneſs. 
He Whatever be the riſk, by heavens! To-morrow, 
Ai 6 . Fw o'erturn a the dirty lye- built ſchemes 


A Re. | ee 
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© Of theſe old men, and ſhew my faithful ſenate, | 
That Manfred's ſon knows to aſſert and wear, 
With undiminiſh'd dignity, that crown 


. * This unexpected day has plac'd upon him.” 


But this, my friend, this black unheard-of outrage. 

I. cannot now impart——T'ill Sigi/rmunda 

Be diſabus'd, my breaſt is tumult all, 

And can obey no ſettled courſe of reaſon. 

* I ſee her flill, I feel her powerful image! 
That look, where with reproach complaint was mix 's, 
Big with ſoft woe and gentle indignation, 
Which ſeem'd at once to pity and to ſcorn me 
O let me find her! I too long have left 
My Sigi/murda to converſe with tears, 

A prey to thoughts that pidure me a villain. 


But ah!, how, clogg'd with this accurſed ſtate, 


A tedious world, ſhall I now find acceſs ? 

Her father too— Ten thouſand horrors crowd 
Juto the wild fantaſtic eye of love N 

Who knows what he may do?” Come thaw. my friend, 
And by the hand of Laura, O let me ſteal 

A letter to her boſom “ I no longer 


Can bear her abſence, by tie juſt contempt 


She now mult brand me with, inflam'd to madneſs," 
Fly, my Rodolpho, fly! engage thy filter 
To aid my letter, and this very evening 
Secure an interview I would not bear 
This rack another day not for my kingdom! 
Till then deep plung'd in ſolitude and | ſhades, 
f 1 will not ſee the hated face of man. | 


Thought Irives on n thought, on n paſſi ons e rol; 
Her ſiniles alone can calm 2 raging ſoul,” - + 
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S1615MUNDA alone, ſitting in a diſconſolate poſture. 


Ungenerous and inhuman in thy falſehood! 
* Hadſt thou, this morning, when my hopeleſs heart, 


Submiſlive to my fortune and my duty, 
© Had fo much ſpirit left, as to be willing 
Jo give thee back thy vows, ah! hadſt thou then | 
| * Confefs'd the ſad neceſſity thy ſtate ; 
© Impos'd upon thee, and with gentle friendſhip, 
Since we mult part at laſt, our parting ſoften'd ; 
I ſhould indeed ] ſhou'd have been unhappy, 


But not to this extreme——Amidfſt my grief, 


© I had with penſive pleaſure, cheriſh'd ſtill 
The ſweet remembrance of thy former love, 

* Thy image ftill had dwelt upon my ſoul, 
And made our guiltleſs woes not undelightful. 
© But coolly thus How could'ſt thou be ſo oak 2— 
Thus to revive my hopes, to ſooth my love 
And call forth all its tenderneſs, then ſink me - 
In black deſpair — = 
 Pofleſs'd thy breaſt, that thou couldſt bear unmov d 


What umrelenting pride 


To ſee me bent beneath a weight of ſhame? . 


1 Pangs thou canſt never feel! 4 How couldſt thou 4 


me, 


In barbarous triumph at a N car? 
How make me witneſs to a ſight of horror] ?- 
That hand, which, but a few ſhort hours ago, 
80 wantoniy abus d my ſimple faith, 1 
Before th' atteſting world given to another, 8 
Irrevocably given! 
When the leaſt eloud that hung upon my Ow. | 
Perhaps imagin'd only, touch'd thy pity. 
Then, brightened often by the ready tear, 


Th” - Ty looks y were ſoftneſs all; then the kk har, | 


There was A time 


H tyrant prince! ah mote than faithleſs Trncred ! 
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= In every nerve alles: forgot itſelf, | 

© And for each other then we felt alone. 

© But now, alas! thoſe tender days are fled ; : 
Now thou canſt ſee me wretched, pier'd with 
© anguiſh, 

© With ſtudied anguiſh of thy own creating. 

© Nor wet thy hardened eye—Hold, let me think— 
wrong thee ſure : thou canſt not be ſo baſe, 
As meanly in my miſery to triumph SEP 
What is it then ?—Why ſhould I ſearch for pain ow | 
0 'tis as bad !—'Tis fickleneſs of nature, 
Tis fickly love extinguilh'd by ambition 
Is there, kind heaven | no conſtancy in man? 
No ſtedfaſt truth, no generous fix'd affection, 
That can bear up againſt a ſelfiſn world ? 


= "Ow there i is none—Even Tancred | is inconſtant! 


| EO [Rijing, 
1 5 3 he me fly this ſcene !—Whate'er | ſee, 


. Theſe roofs, theſe walls, each object that ſurrounds 8 


V 8 
Are tainted wich his vows—— But whither fly ? 


he groves are worſe, the ſoft retreat of Belmont, 


_ © Its deepening glooms, gay lawns, and airy ſummits, Z 
Will wound my buſy memory to torture, 8 
And all its ſhades will whiſper—faithleſs Tancred!.— 
My father comes How, ſunk in this Glorder, - 
1 Shall 1 lafain his ee . 


80 EN E I. 
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WT 85. Sd 18 | 
105 My deareſt child ! I grieve to find thee thus 


2 prey to tears. I know the powerful caſe 
From which they flow, and therefore can excoſe chem, 5 


But not their wilful obſtinate continuance. + 
3 Come, rouſe thee then, Fall op thy drooping ſpirit, * 
tas | Come, 


GE: 


Come, wake to reaſon from this dream of love, 


Engag'd thy heart, without a father's ſanction. 


| 
That plead thy full excuſe ; nor was | void | | il 
Of blame, to truſt thee to theſe dangerous virtues. it! 
Thy tender father pities more than blames thee. 
Thou art my daughter ſtill; and if thy heart 
Will now reſume its pride, aſſert itſelf, 


Will take thee, and eſteem thee more my daughter. 


To bend my ſoul to your ſupreme commands, 
Vour wiſeſt will; and tho', by love betray'd —— 
Alas! and puniſh'd too 
The niceſt bounds of duty, yet I feel 
A ſentiment of tenderneſs, a ſource 


| That, ſhould it kill me, ſhall controul this paſtion, | 
And make me all ſubmiſſion and obedience 
: To you, my honour'd Lord, the beſt of fathers. 


Thou only joy and hope of theſe grey Dorey 
Come! let me take thee to a parent's heart 


Even with the dew of theſe paternal tears, 
Revive and nouriſh this becoming ſpirit— 
Then thou doſt promiſe me, my S HE V 


Thou wilt reſign thy fond preſumptuous hopes, 


And henceforth never more indulge one thought - 
That in the light of love regards the king? 


Ale blaſted all- But from my ſoul to baniſh, 
1 


$IGISMUNDA «xt 


And ſhew the world thou art S:f/red:'s daughter. 
Sigiſ. Alas! I am unworthy of that name. 
S./. Thou art indeed to blame; thou haſt too raſtly 
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But this I can forgive. The king has virtues 


fr: =o 
— — 
— * 
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Then dread not my reproaches. Tho' he blames, 


——— 2 — I 
— —— — — x. 
— 
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And greatly riſe ſuperior to this trial, 
I to my warmeſt confidence again 


Sg. O you are gentler far than 1 deſerve! 
It is, it ever was, my darling pride, 


L have tranſgreſs 4 


Of filial nature ſpringing in my breaſt, 


Sf. © Come to my arms, thou comfort of my age! 


There with the kindly aid of my advice, 


Thy father ſtoops to make it his requeſl— 


Si, Hopes I have none ;-—Thole by this fatal day 
While 


1 TANCRED AND 


While weeping memory there retains her ſeat, 
Thoughts which the pureſt boſom might have cheriſh'd, 
Once my n r now even in anguiſh charming, 
Is more, alas! my Lord, than L can promiſe. 
S. Abſence and time, the foftner of our paſſions, 
Will conquer this. Mean time, I hope from thee 
A generous great effort; that thou wilt now 
_ © Exert thy utmoſt force, nor languiſh thus 
Beneath the vain extravagance of love. 
Let not thy father bluſh to hear it ſaid, 
His daughter was ſo weak, e'er to admit 
5.8 thought ſo void of reaſon, that a king 
| © Should to his rank, his honour and his glory, 
The high important duties of a throne, _ 
Exen to his throne itſelf, madly . 
A wild romantic paſſion, the fond child 
Of youthful dreaming thought and vacant 3 | 
That he ſhould quit his heaven appointed ſation, 
© Defert-his awful charge, the care of all T7 
Ihe teiling millions which this ifle contains; 
Navy more, ſhall. plunge them into war and ruin: 
And all to ſooth a ſick imagination, | 
A miſerable weakneſs'—— Muſt for thee, 


To make thee bleſt, Sicilia be unhappy ?. 


I be king himſelf, loſt to the nobler ſenſe _ 

Of manly praiſe, become the piteous hero 
Ol ſome ſoft tale, and ruſh on ſure deſtruction? 
Canſt thou, my daughter, let the monſtrous thought 
Poſſeſs one moment thy perverted fan? 

| Rovſe thee, for ſhame! and if a ſpark of virtue 
Lies lumbering in thy ſoul. bid it blaze forth; 

Nor fink unequal to the glorious leſſon, 
This day thy lover gave thee from his throne. 


es. Ah, that Was not from virtue Had, my 
father, 


8 That been his aim, 1 cield t to RS you ay; 5 
Tie powerful truth, unanſwerable reaſon, 


Then, then, with jad but duteous ref -natidn.” 
J had ſubmitted as became your daughter; 5 
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But in that moment, when my humbled hopes 
| Were to my duty reconcil'd, to raiſe them 
To yet a fonder height than e'er they knew, 
Then rudely daſh them down— There is the ſting! 
The blaſting view is ever preſent to me— _ 
Why did you drag me to a light fo cruel? 
Sif. It was a ſcene to fire thy emulation. 
Sigiſ. It was a ſcene of perfidy ! —— But know, 
I will do more than imitate the king 
For he is falſe -I, tho' ſincerely — 
With the beſt trueſt paſſion ever touch dd 
A virgin's breaſt, here vow to heaven and you, 
'Tho' from my heart I cannot, from my hopes 
To caſt this prince—what would you more, my father? 
Si. Ves, one thing more — Thy father then is happy— | 
Tho by the voice of innocence and viitue | 
| Abſolv d, we live not to ourſelves alone: 
A rigorous world, with peremptory ſway, 
Subjects us all, and even the nobleit moſt. 
This world Gam thee, my honour, and thy own,, | 
Demands one ſtep; a ftep, by which convincd 
Ihe king may ſce thy heart diſdains to wear 
i A chain which he has greatly thrown aſide. 
Tis fitting too, thy ſex's pride commands thee, 
To ſhew th'approving world thou canſt reſign, 
As well as he, nor with inferior ſpirit, 
A paſſion fatal to the public weal.” 
But, above all, thou muſt root out for ever 
From the king's s breaſt the leaſt remain of hope, 
And henceforth make his mention'd love diſhonour, 
Abele things, my daughter, that muſt needs be dons, 
Can but this way be done by the ſafe refuge, 
The facred ſhelter of a huſband s arms, 
- And there 15 one 
Sigiſ. Good SAI "whit" means my Lord! ? 
Sf. One of illuſtrious family, high rank, 
Let {till of higher dignity and merit, 
Who can, and will protect thee z one to awe. 
The king himlelt. Nay, beer me, $1g1/2: SET Wi 
4 | The 


Be to diſtraction ſhock'd— 
My haplcfs days in ſolitude and ſilence. 

Fear from the malice of a prying world!“ 
At leafl—y ou cannot ſure retule me this : 
Give me a little time - | 


© Sheds a Lind beam? 
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'The noble Oſmond courts thee for bly pee, ; 
And has my plighted word -—— This da) 


Sigiſnunda kneelirg, My father! 


| Let me with trembling arms embrace thy knees! 


O if you ever wiſh'd to ſee me happy; 

If e'er in infant years I gave you joy, 

When, as I prattling twin'd around your neck, 
You ſnatch d n.e to your boſom, Kits'd my eyes, 
And melting ſaid you ſaw my mother there; 


O {ave me from that worſt ſeverity | 
Of fate! O outrage not my breaking heart 
Io that degree * 1 cannot!—'tis een — 
* So ſoon withdraw it, give it to another” 
Hear me, my deateſt father! hear the voice 
Of nature and humanity, that plead 
As well as juitice for me Not to chuſe 
Without your wiſe direction may be duty; 


But ſtill my choice is free: That is a right, 


Which even the loweſt ſlave can never loſe.“ 
And would you thus degrade me ? make me baſe ? 
For ſach it were, to give my worthleſs perſon 
Without my heart, an Injury: to O;/mond, 
The higheſt can be done- 


Let me, my Lord 
Or | chall die, ſhall by the ludden change 


Let me wear out 


[ will do all, 
All I can do, to plcaſe you ! } . 0 your eye 


S., My daughter! you able. 


© The lottne:s of my natue— 


Sig Here, my father, 


| a Till you relent, here will i orow for erer! 


S/. Riſe, Sigi/munda,—Tho' you touch my heart, 


g Noting can ſhake th' inexorable dictates 
Of honour, duty, and determin'd reaſon. 
Then by the holy & tics of bil 


Reſolve, = 


| Which liſtens to our duty, not our pailons 


VE, 
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Reſolve, I charge thee, to receive Earl Oſmond, 


As ſuits the man who is thy father's choice, 

And worthy of thy hand — I go to bring bim 
Sigi „e me, my deareſt father! | 
87% LZhide.] 1 mutt ruſh 

From her 101. oraip, or nature wall betray me] 
O grant us, heaven ! that tortituce of mind, 


Quit me, my child!“ | 
Sig. You cannot, Oh wy father! 
You cannot leave me thus! 
Sif. Come hither, Laura, 
Come to thy friend. Now ſhew thyſelf a friend: 


Combat her weakneſs; difiipate her tears; 


Cheri, and reconelle her to > her — 5 
CE N E III. 
N Lavik. 


Nin 0 woe on woe ! diſtreſt by love and duty 1 


: 0 every way unhappy Sig:/munda ! 


Laura. Forgive me, Madam, if I blame your orief, 


How can you waſte your tears on one ſo falle ? 


Unworthy of your tenderneſs ? to whom 
Nought but contempt is due and indignation? _ 
$::i/. You know not half the horrors of my fate! 


1 might perhaps have learn'd to {corn his falſehood 3 
: Nay, when the firſt {ad burſt of tears was paſt, Is 

I might have rous'd my pride, and ſcon'd himſelf— 5 
But tis too much, this greateſt laſt ris fortune 
O whither ſhall ] fly? Where hide me, Laura, 
- From the dire ſcene my father now prepares! 


Laura. What thus alarms You, Madam! ? 
82% Can it be? 


Can I— ah no 1—— at once give to another 


My violated heart? in one Wld moment? 


He 
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He brings Farl Oſmond to receive my vows ! 
O dreadful change! for Tancred haughty Oſmond! 
Laura. Now, on my ſoul, 'tis what an outrag'd heart, 
Like thine, ſhould with!-—1 ſhould, by heav' nä, 


eſteem it 


Moſt exquiſite revenge! 


Sigiſ. Revenge on whom? 


On my own. heart, already but too wretched ! 
Laura. On him! this Tancsed! who has baſely ſold, 


For the dull form of deſpicable grandeur, 
His faith, his love! — At once a flave and tyrant! 
Si 9 7. 0 rail at me, at my believing folly, 


my vain ill-founded hopes, but ſpare him, Lawal | 
Laura. Who rais'd theſe hopes? who ee 0 er — 


that weakneſs ? 


Pardon the word—You greatly merit him; 
Better than him, with all his giddy pomp! _ 
Lou rais'd him by your ſmiles when he was nothing! 
Where 1s your woman's pride ? that guardian you” 
_ Given us to daſh the perfidy of man? 5 
Ve powers! I cannot bear the thought with patience— . 
Vet recent from the moſt unſparing vows =_ 
The tongue of love e er laviſh'd ; from your hopes 
80 vainly, idiy, cruelly deluded; 8 
Before the public thus, before your father, f 
Bj an irrevocable ſolemn deed, 
With ſuch inhuman ſcorn, to throw yon Ha him! 
Jo give his faithleſs bard, yet warm from thine, 
With complicated. meanneſs, to Conſlantia _ 
And to compleat his crime, when thy weak limbs Fn. 
Could ſcarce ſupport thee, then, of thee regardleſs, T 
| To lead her off! 


Sigiſ. That was ded þ a fight 


To poiſon love! to turn it into rage 555 3 
And keen corterapt !——What means this urid 


5 weak nets ns 


That hangs upon me? Hence unworthy tears! 


Difzrace my check no more! No more, my heart, 
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O it imports not which'—dare to ſuggeſt | 
The leaſt excuſe !—Yes, traitor, 1 will wring 
Thy pride, will turn thy triumph to confaliont. 
J will not pine away my days for thee, 
Sighing to brooks and groves! while, with vain pity, | 


You in a rival's arms lament my fate 
No ! let me periſh ! e're 1 tamely be 
That ſoft, that patient, gentle Sig//munda, 


Who can conſole her with the-wretched boaſt, 
She was for thee unhappy* If I am, 
I will be nobly ſo !—57z0/a's daughters 


Shall wondering ſee in me a great example 


Of one who pumiſh'd her ill-judging heart, 
Who made it bow to what it moſt abhorr' d! 
ft Cruſh'd it to miſery! for having thus 

80 lightly liſten'd to a worthleſs lover! 


Laura. At laſt it mounts! the kindling pride of virtue : 
Truft me, thy marriage will embitter his- | 
S.giſ. O may the furies light his nuptial dorch! 


705 Be it accurs'd as mine! For the fair peace, 

The tender joys of hymeneal love, 

May jealouſy awak'd, and fell remorſe, 
Pour all their fierceſt venom thro? his breaſt _ 
Where the fates lead, and blind revenge, I follow ir. 
Let me not think—By injur'd love! 1 vow, | 


"Thou ſhalt, baſe prince! perfdicus and inhuman! 
Thou ſhalt behold me in another's arms! 


In his thou hateſt! O/meord's ! 


Laura. That will erind 


His heart with ſecret rage! Aye, that will king 


His ſoul to madneſs! fet him up a te rror, 
A ſpeclacle of woe to faithleſs lovers ! 
Jour cooler thought, beſides, will of the ns 
Approve, and think it happy. Noble O/mond 
From the ſame ſtock with him derives his birth, 
Firtt of Secilian barons, prudent, brav e, 
Of ſtricteſt honour, and by all rever'd - | 

871 Talk not of Ofmend, but 3 Wa a 
Rail at bim, rail! invent new names of ſcorn! 


Aſſiſt 
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Begins to fail me 
How have I ly'd to my own heart — Alas! 
My tears return, the mighty flood o'erwhelms me ! 
Ten thouſand crowding images diſtract 


1 TANCRED axy 
Aſſiſt me, Laura; lend my rage frelh fewel ; 


Support my ſtaggering purpoſe, which already 
Ah, my vaunts how vain! 


My tortur'd thought—— And is it come to this? 


Our hopes ! our vows? * our oft repeated wiſhes, 
© Breath'd from the fervent ſoul, and full of heaven, 
To make each other happy ?=come to this! 1 
Laura. If thy own peace and honour cannot keep _ 
Thy reſolution fixt, yet, Sigifmunda, = 
'O think, how deeply, how . retreat, 
Thy father is engag d. 


Sigiſ. Ah wretched abel 


That thus enthrals my ſoul, that chaſes thence 


Each nobler thought, the ſenſe of every duty l' 


And have I then no tears for thee, my father? 
Can [ forpet thy cares from helpleſs years, 
Thy tenderneſs for me? an eye till beam'd 
With love? a brow that never knew a frown? 
Nor a harſh word thy tongue?“ Shall 1 for theſe, 
| Repay thy ſtooping venerable age, 
With ſhame, diſquiet, anguiſh and der 
It muſt not bei — Thou firſt of angels! come, 
Sweet filial piety | and firm my breaſt! 
Ves, let one daughter to her fate ſubmit, 
Be nobly wretched—bur her father happy 


Laura they come !—O heav'ns! J cannot "land 


: The horrid trial - Open, open, carth 3. 
And hide me hom their view! | 


| Laura, Madam! — 


ern 


8 -- 


| What can this mean? 
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SCENE Iv. 


Sir REI, Osuo pp, S1GISMUNDA, LauRA. 
Si. My daughter, 
Bchold my noble friend who courts thy hand, 


And whom to call my ſon 1 ſhall be proud; 
Nor ſhall I leſs be ples d, in * lliance, 


To ſee thee: happy.. 
u. Think not, I e 


Madam, on this your father's kind conſent, 


To make me bleſt. I love you from a heart; 
That ſeeks your good ſuperior to my own; 


And will, by every art of tender friendſhip, 5 
Conſult your deareſt welfare. May I hope, 
Tours docs not diſavow your father's choice? 


Sigiſ. Jam a daughter, Sir and have no power 
© er my own heart—l dic—Support me, Laara. 


[ Faints. pe 
Sif Help —Peer her off —She breathes—1r 7 
; d zughter! f 
Sigi. Oh! 


Forgive my eee Laar a, lead me 
To my apartment. 5 

&f, Pardon me, my Lord. 
If by this ſudden accident alarm' d, 


J. leave you for a moment. 


SCENE v. 


_ Ocnony Be 
Bet i me ink 


Is it to me averſion 
Or is it, as I ſear'd, he loves another ? 


_ Ha!—yes——perhaps the King, the young Count 


Taucred. Z 
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50 TAN CRED ary 
They v were bred up together - Surely that, 


That cannot be Has he not given his hand, 


In the moſt ſolemn manner, to Conſtantia ? 

Does not his crown depend upon the deed ? 

© No— they lov'd, and this old ſtateſman knew it, 
He could not to : king prefer a ſubject. 


His virtues I efteem—nay more, I truſt them 
So far as virtue goes but could he place 
His daughter on the throne of Szcily 


O 'tis a glorious bribe too much for man! 


What i is it then ?—T care not what it be. 


My honour now, my dignity demands, 
That my propos'd alliance, by her father 
And even herſelf accepted, be not ſcorn d. 

I love her too—] never knew till now _ 

© To what a pitch I lov'd her. O ſhe ſhot 
Ten thouſand charms into my inmoſt ſoul! | 
She look'd ſo mild, ſo amiably gentle, 


She bow'd her head, ſhe glow'd with ſuch confuſion, | 


uch lovelineſs of modeſty! She 1 is, | 
In gracious mind, in manners, and in 88 

The perfect model of all female beauty !'— 
She muſt be mine — She is If yet her heart 
Conſents not to my bappineſs, her duty, 
Jeoin'd to my tender cares, wil gain ſo much 


U pon! her generous ! nature—That will follow. 


. 81 man "of fer ſe, ao acts a e b 
Net  fantering fleas, but forms himſelf the heart, 


XN. T 


SIGISMUN 1 AF! 


ACT I. $CENE-1 


The Garden belonging to SIFFRED1I's Houſe, 


SIGISMUNDA, LAURA. 


S1GISMUNDA, auth a Letter in her Hand. 
IS done !—T am a flave—The fatal vow. 
Has paſs'd my lips— Methought in thoſe fad 
7 moments, 

The tombs around, the ſaints, the darken'd altar, 
And all the trembling ſhrines with horror ſhook. 
But here is {till new matter of diſtreſs. 


O Tancred ceaſe to proſecute me more! 


Where 1 may never hear of love and thee | 


O grudge me not ſome calmer ſtate of woe! 
Some quiet gloom to ſhade my hopeleſs on 


Has Laura too conſpir* d againſt my peace ? 15 
Why did you take this letter—Bear it back 


Le her the Let, 


| I will not court new pain. 
Laura. Madam, Rodolpho ! 


ws Urg'd me ſo much, nay, even with tears conjur'd me, OY 


But this once more to ſerve the unhappy king 

For ſuch he ſaid he was that tho enrag d, 
Equal with thee, at his e falſehood, 

I could not to my brother's fervent prayers 
Refuſe this office - Read it—His excuſes 


: : Will only more expoſe his falſehood. 


Sigi. No. | 
| Tt ſuing not Oſmond” s wife to read one line 1 
From that contagious hand—ſhe knows too well! 


Laura. He paints him out Ciftreſs'd beyond ex- | 
| _ preſſion, | : 


5 | Even on the point of 3 Wild : as winds, 
— And fighting ſcas, he raves. His paſtions mix, 


* 


5 Ab fond remembrance blinds me l- 


bs, fery which @ faithful bears can ſuffer ——— 


baſe by ber, from whoſe eſteem even wirtue borrows nao 


10 you the heart and hand of 


$2 T A N © R E D any 


With eh rage, all in each giddy moment. 
He dies to ſee you, and to clear his faith. | 
Sigif. Save me from that !—That would be worſe 
than all! 
Laura, I but report my brother's words; who then 
Began to talk of ſome dark impoſition, 


That had deceiv'd us all: when, interrupted, 
We heard your father and Earl Oſnond near, 


As IR to Conftantia's court they went. 
S giſ. Ha! Impoſition ?—Well If I am doom'd 


To be, o'er all my ſex, the wretch of love, 
In vain I would reſiſt Give me the letter 
To know the work is ſome relief- 


Alas ! 
It was not thus, with ſuch dire palpitations, | 


| That. Tancred, once I us'd to read thy letters. 


[Attempting to read the Letter, but gives it to Laura. 
—Read it, Laure, 


Laura reads. 


eker; me, Sigiſmunda, from that mof enguch le mi- 
To be thoug bt 


charms. When I ſubmitted to my cruel fi nalin, it aa 


not fallehood you bebeld, but an exceſs of lewe. Rather 
than endanger that, I for a while gave up my honour, 
Every moment, till 7 fee you, fals me with ſeverer pangs 
than real guilt itſelf can feel, Let me then conjure you to 
 nzet me in the garden, towards the cloſe of the day, when 
TJ avill explain this myſtery. We hawe been moſt inbuman- 
| by abujed; and that by the means of the very paper which 


I gave you, from the awvarmeſt [1 ncerily of love, to aſſure 
: TanckEeD. 
Sigif, There, Laura, there, the Jreadfat ſecret ſprung : 


. That paper! ah that paper! it ſuggefts 
A thouſand herrid thoughts. I to my father 
Gave it; and he perhaps 

A look chat way—if yet deed you love me, 

O blaſt me not, kind Tuned, with the truth ! 


I dare not caſt. 


O pitying keep ine ignorant for ever! 


* hat ſtrange peculiar miſery | is mine! 5 5 
Reduc'd 


3 
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Reduc'd to wiſh the man I love were falſe! 
Why was I hurried to a ſtep ſo raſh ? 
Repairleſs woe I might have waited, ſure, 
A few ſhort hours No duty that forbade—— 
T ow'd thy love that juitice ; till this day 
Thy love an image of all- perfect goodneſs ! 
A beam from heaven that glow'd with every virtue 
And have | thrown this prize of life away? 
The piteous wreck of one difirafted ne 
Ah the cold prudence of remorſeleſs age! 
Ah parents traitors to your children's 1 þ 
Ah curs'd, ah, blind revenge !—On every hand _ 
74 was betray” d—You, Laura, too, betray'd me "POR 
Laura. Who, who, but he, whate's er he Writes, 
betray'd you ? 
© Or falſe or puſillanimous.” For once, 
Iwill with you ſuppoſe, that his agreement 
To the king's will was forg'd T ho' forg'd by whom ? ? 
| Your father ſcorns the crime—Yet what avails it? 
This, if it clears his truth, condemns his Rs 
A youthful king, by love and honour fir d, 
Patient to fit on his inſulted throne, 
And let an outrage, of ſo high a nature, / | 
= Unpuniſh'd paſs, uncheck'd, uncontradi ed 
Otis a meanneſs equal even to falſehood ! _ 
Sivif.. Laura, no more—— We have already judg'd 
2 Too largely without knowledge. * Oft what icenls. 
A trifle, a mere nothing, by itſelf, 
In ſome nice fituations, turns the ſcale -_ 
© Of fate, and rules the moſt important aQtions.” 
Ves. 1 begin to feel a ſad preſage: 
J am undone, from that eternal "ſource 
Of human woes the judgment of the paſſions. 
But what have I to do with theſe excuſes? „ 
O ceaſe, my treacherous heart, to give them room q 
It ſuits not thee to plead a Jover's caule ; 
ven to lament my fate is now diſnonour. | 
| Novght now remains, but with relentleſs purpoſe, | 
To un all interviews, all clearing up 


Of 
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D Of this bak dens to wrap. myſelf i in gloom, 
In ſolitude and ſhades ; there to devour | 
The filent ſorrows ever ſwelling here; 
And fince I muſt be wretched—for I muſt— 
To claim the mighty miſery myſelf, . 
Engroſs it all, and ſpare a hapleſs father. 
Hence, let me fly !—the hour approaches —— 
Laura. Madam, 
Behold he comes—the king 
 _ Sigr/. Heavens! how eſcape ! * 
5 No—l will iay—This one laſt mecting—Leave 3 me. 


SCENE n. 


e . RE 
: Taue. And are theſe long long hours of torture e paſt? 
8 My life ! my . 


8 lune at ber er feet. 


FE 8757%¼ Riſe, my Lord. 
| To ſee my ſovereign thus no more becomes i me. 


Tanc. O let me kils the ground on which you tread K 


Let me exhale my ſoul in ſoftei is ak ! 


Since I again embrace my S'g//munda! _ [Riſing 2 
Urkind ! how couldſt thou ever deem me falle? TY 


5 How thus diſhonour love? O T could much 
Imbitter my complaint! — How low were then 
Thy thoughts of me? How didit thou then affront 
© The human heart itſelf ?* After the vows, 
The fervent truth, the tender proteſtations, 
Which mine has often pour'd, to let thy breaſt, 
Whate'er th' appearance was, admit ſuſpicion ? | 


| Sigiſ. How ! when I heard myſelf your _ conſent i 


. To the late king's ſo juſt and prodent will? 
Heard it before you read, in folemn ſenate? 15 
When I beheld you give your royal hand 
| To. her, whoſe birth and dignity, of right, 
| Pemands that high alliance? Yes, my Lord, 


ga | ou | have done well, The man, whom heaven appoints _—_ 
| . 5 . 


nn ef ke 9.9 


J ] · ̃ ». ̃¶ oe Ä‚̃/œ 77 


SIGISMUNDA. 55 


| To govern others, ſhould himſelf firſt learn 
To bend his paſſions to the ſway of reaſon. 


In all you have done well, but when you bid 


My humbled hopes look up to you again, 
And ſooth'd with wanton cruelty my weak neſs 
That too was well My vanity deſerv'd 

The ſharp rebuke, © whoſe fond extravagance 

* Could ever dream to balance your repoſe, 

our glory, and the welfare of a people.” 
Tac. Chide on, chide on. Thy ſoft reproaches now, 
| Inſtead of wounding, only ſoothe my fondneſs, 
No, no, thou charming conſort of my ſoul! 
I never lov'd thee with ſuch faithful ardor, 
As in that cruel miſerable moment | | 
You thought me falſe ; * when even my bonour loop d 


To wear for thee a bafled face of baſeneſs.“ 


It was thy barbarous father, Sigiſnunda, 

Who caught me in the toil. He turn'd that paper, 
Meant for th' aſſuring bond of nuptial love, 
T o ruin it for ever; he, he wrote 

That forg'd conſent, vou heard, beneath my name, 
Nay dar'd before my outrag'd throne to read it!“ 
| Had he not been thy father — Ha! my Love! 
You tremble, you grow _ 
Sigi/. Oh leave me, Tancred! _ 
Tac. No Leave thee ?—Never, never, till) you ſet 
x My heart at peace, till theſe dear lips again 


| Pronounce thee mine! Without thee I renounce. 


| Seem to conceal ſome horrid ſecret— 


Myſelf, my friends, the world Here on this hand 

| Sigiſ. My Lord, forget that hand, which. never no] 
Can be to thine Unted—— | 

Tanc. Sigiſmunda ! ; | | 5 

What doſt thou mean? Thy words, thy look, thy manner, 

Heavens 

No That was wild Diſtraction fires that thought 

Sie. Inquire no more — l never can be thine. 

Tac. What, who ſhall interpoſe? who dares 1 | 
To brave the fury of a an inet d king? 
| Who, 


6% _TANCRED ann 


Who, e'er he ſees thee raviſh'd from his hopes, 
Will wrap all blazing Se ih in flames 5 
S', In vain your power, my Lord — This fatal error, 
Join'd to my father's uncelenting will, 8 
Has plac'd an everlaſti ing bar betwixt us 
I am Earl O/mond's wife. 
Tanc. Earl O/mond's wife! 
| [ H/ter a long pauſe, during which they | 
look at one another with the hig heft agi- 
; fallen and moſt tender diſireſs. 5 
5 Heavens ! did I hear thee right! 75 what ! 1 21177 . | 
„„ mary d 8 | 
5 Loſt to thy faithful fd ! loft . ever! 
Couldſt thou then doom me to ſuch matchleſs woe, 
Without ſo much as hearing me Diſtrastion! 
Alas! what haſt thou done! Ah Sagthaunda! 
Thy raſh credulity has done a deed, 
Which of two happieſt lovers—that e'er felt 
The bliſsful power, has made too finiſh'd wretches 
But Madneſs!— Sure, thou know'ſt it cannot be 
This hand is _ ! a thouſand thouſand VOWS— 


SCENE. III. 


. Taxcary, OsMonD, n IT. 
„ Hs [Snatching her hand from the Ki 2. 
5 Madam, this hand, by the molt ſolemn rites, | 
A little hour ago, was given to me, | | 
And did not ſovereign honovr now command me, : 
Never but with my life to quit my on, g 


: 1 would renounce it thus! 


ee, Tan, Ha! who art thou? 

 Preſumptuons man! 

Si. [4/ de] Where i is my father > Heavens 
[Gees out. 


| Om. One 0 houldit better know—Yes—view | 


me- One! : 
Who can and will maintain bis rights and honour, 
TOW a wy : * 
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Againſt : a faithleſs prince, an upſtart king, | 
Whoſe firſt baſe deed is what a n tyrant 
Would bluſh to act. 

Tauc. Inſolent Oſmond : ! know, 

This upſtart king will hurl confuſion on thee, 
And all who ſhall invade his ſacred rights, 
Prior to thine —Thine founded on compulſion, 

, On infamous deceit, while his proceed 

i From mutual love and free long-plighted faith. 

N « She is, and ſhall be mine!“ I will annul, 
> | By the high power with which the laws inveſt ame, 
I Thoſe guilty forms in which you have entrapp'd, 
Baſely entrapp'd, to thy deteſted nuptials,' 

| My queen betroth'd ; who has my heart, my hand, 

And ſhall partake my throne—If, haughty Lord, 

Tf this thou doſt not know, then know it now! _ 

And know beſides, that, having told thee this, 

Shouldſt thou but think to urge thy treaſon further 

Than treaſon more! treaſon ageink wy love! __ 

: Thy life ſhall anſwer for it! 

Om. Ha! my life! | 

It moves my ſcorn to hear * a threats. 

When was it that a Norman baron's life 

Became fo vile, as on the frown of kings 

Jo hang ?—Of that thy lord the law muſt judge : 
Or if the Jaw be weak, my guardian- word — 

Tanc. Dare not to touch it, traitor ! leſt my rage 


25 : Break looſe,” and do a deed that mice me. 
8 6 E N E IV. 
Taxeney, S1yerEDN, Ou. 
55 ien entering. „ 
„ My e gracious Lord ! what is it 1 behold? 
* ſovereign in contention with his ſubjects? 


Surely this houſe deſerves from royal Tant ed 
A little more regard, than to be made | 


2 Before this lord, for whoſe iil-ſorted friendſhip, 
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A ſcene of trouble and unſeemly jars. 
© It grieves my ſoul, it baffles every hope, 
© It makes me ſick of lite, to fee thy glory | 
Thus blaſted in the bud Heav'ns! can your 
: Highneſs 
From your exalted character deſcend, 
The dignity of virtue; and, inſtead 
Of being the protector of our rights, 
© The holy guardian of domeſtic bliſs,” 
Urkindly to diſturb the ſweet repoſe, 
The ſanctimonious peace of families; 
For which alone the freeborn race of men 
To government ſubmit? 
Tan, My Lord Si Fredi, e 
Spare thy rebuke. The duties of my flation. Pre” 
Are not to me unknown But thou, old man, = 
Doſt thou not bluſh to talk of rights invaded ? — * 
And of our beſt our deareſt bliſs diſturb'd ? 
Thou! who with more than barbarous N 
_ Haſt trampled all allegiance, juſtice, truth, 
Humanity itſelf, beneath thy feet ? 1 
Thou knoweſt thou haſt I could, to thy * 
Return thy hard reproaches? but I ſpare thee 


Thou haſt moſt baſely ſacrific'd thy daughter. 
Farewel, my Lord !—For . thee, Lord Conſtable, 
Who doſt preſume to lift thy ſurly eye 
Jo my ſoft Love, my gentle Sigiſmunda, Hh 
I once again command thee, on thy life—— _ 
| Yes—chew thy rage—but mark me—on thy life, 
| No ret * wy W 8 ens | 5 


SCENE v. 


Sirail, Ou. 


: Ohm. Ha! arrogant pretenſions! 13 and 1 
Wat! ene pretenſions to my wiſe? 


My 


Let us be ſtedfaſt in the right; but let us | 
Act with cool prudence, and with manly temper, 
As well as manly firmneſs. True, 1 own, 
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My wedded wife! Where are we? In a land 


Of civil rule, of liberty and laws !— 


Not on my life purſue them ?—Giddy prince ! 1 
My life diſdains thy nod. It is the gift 
Of parent heaven, who gave me too an arm, 


A ſpirit to defend it againſt tyrants. 
The Norman race, the ſons of mighty Rollo, 


* Who ruſhing in a tempeſt from the north, 


© Great nurſe of generous freemen ! bravely won 
* With their own ſwords their 1 and ſtill poſſeſs 
.* em 


- * By the ſame noble tenure, are not 1 
_© To hear ſuch language 


If I now deſiſt, 
Then brand me for a coward ! deem me villain. 7 


A traitor to the public! By this conduct 
_ © Deceiv'd, betray'd, inſulted, tyranniz'd.“ 


Mine is a common cauſe. My arm ſhall guard, 


Mix'd with my own, the rights of each Sicilian, 
Of ſocial life, and of mankind in general,“ 
Fre to thy tyrant rage they fall a prey, 

I ſhall find means to ſhake thy tottering throne, | 

© Which this illegal this perfidious uſage 1 5 
Forfeits at once, and cruſh. thee 11 in the ruins !— 

Conſtantia 1s my. queen! | 


SF. Lord Conſtable, _ 


— 


»Th' indignities you ſuffer are ſo high, 


As might even juſtify what now you threaten. 
Ro But if, my Lord, we can prevent the woes, 


The crue] horrors of inteſtine wa 


= M Vet hold untouch'd our liberties and laws; Þ 


O let us, rais'd above the turbid ſphere 


Of little ſelfiſh paſſions, nobly do it! 
Nor to our hot intemperate pride pour out 
2 A dire libation of Scilian blood. 


Tis godlike magnanimity, to keep, | 
« W ity d, ] d le 
When mo dor ok'd, our reaion calm and clear, 4 
| 6 An 
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And execute her will, froma ſtrong ſenſe 

5 Of what is right, without the vulgar aid _ 

* Of heat and paſſion, which, tho' honeſt, bear us 
Often too far.” Remember that my houſe 
Protects my daughter ſtill; and e're* ſaw her 
Thus raviſh'd from us, by the arm of power, 
This hand ſhould act the Roman father's part. 
Fear not ; be temperate; all will yet be well. 

I know the king. At firſt his paſſions burſt | 


Quicłk as the lightning's flaſh : but in his breaſt 


Honour and juſtice dwell——Truft me, to reaſon | 


He will return. 

__ .*-Ofn..-He will——By keaveds, he ſhall !- 
5 You know the king——1 wiſh, my Lord TY = 
That you had deign'd to tell me all you knew— 


And would you have me wait, with duteous patience, | 
Till he return to reaſon? Ye juſt powers! 


When he has planted on our necks his foot 
And trod us into ſlaves; when his vain pride 


Is cloy'd with our ſubmiſſion; if, at laſt, 


| He finds his arm too weak, to ſhake the frame 


35 Of wide eftabliſh'd order out of joint, 


No, no, my Lord ! — 


And overturn all juſtice ; then, perchance, 
He, in a fit of ſickly kind repentance, _ 

* May make a merit to return to reaſon.” 

| There is a nobler way 

IJ teach the blind oppreſſive Fury reaſon: 


Ott has the luſtre of arenging ſteel] 


- Unſeal a her Rope eyes- —The e ſword i reaſon! ' 


1 0 * N E vi. 
Sirrskos, OcmoxD, Ropourno, with Cuard;. 


Rid My tad high Con fable of Sicily, 


5 5 In the king's name, and by his ſpecial order, 


TY 1 here arrel 70u Sede! of ſtate, 


| Ohm, 
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Oh. What king ? I know no king of Sicth— 
Unleſs he be the Nabe of Conſlantia. | 
Rad. Then know him now Behold his royal 
oracrs-. 
To bear you to the caſtle of Palermo. 
Sif. Let the big torrent foam its madneſs off. 
Submit, my Lord No caſtle long can hold 
Our wrongs— This more than friendſhip or alliance, 
Confirms me thine; this binds me to thy fortunes, ; 
1 By the ſtrong tie. of common injury, | 
Which nothing can difſolve—I grieve, Rodolphe, 
Jo fee the reign, in ſuch unhappy {ort, 
 : Begin; 
O/m. The reign! the: uſurpation call it 1 


| = This meteor king may blaze a while, but = 


Mutt ſpend his idle terrors— Sir, lead on 


| Farewel, my Lord—More than my life and fortune, 


5 Remember well, is in your hands—my honour ! 


S. Our honour is the ſame. My ſon, farewel— : 


We ſhall not long be parted. On theſe eyes 
Sleep ſhall not ſhed his balm, till I behold thee. 
| Reftor'd to freedom, or e thy bonds. 


By n noble courage is not void of blame, 
Till nobler patience ſanctihes 1 its flame. £ 


ACTY. SCENE L 


sirrakpi albne. 


＋ HE proſpet lowrs around. T found the king, 5 


Tho' calm'd a little, with ſubſiding ten pelt, 


As ſvits hi+ generous nature, yet in love 
Abated nought, moſt ardent in his purpoſe , 5 

1 nexorably fix d, whate'er the riſque, + | | 
Jo claim my daughter, and diſſolve this marriage 5 


A 


. 1 have embark. d upon a -Paxiious ſea, 
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My honour too, the ſame unchang'd conviction, | : 


Of abſolute neceſſity, to ſave 

The land from civil fury, urge me on. 
But how proceed ?—T only faſter ruſh. 
Upon the deſperate evils I would ſhun. 


And harſh unnatural force are not the means 
Of public welfare or of private bliſs 
Bear witneſs, heaven! Thou mind- Hnſpetting ett 
My breaſt is pure. I have preferr'd my duty, | 

The good and ſafety of my fellow. ſubjects, 50 
To all thoſe views that fire the ſelfiſn race 
5 Of men, and 1 mix them! in eternal broils. 
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A mighty treaſure. Here, the rapid youth 
Th' impetuous paſſions of a lover-king 
Check my bold courſe; and there, the jealous pride 


Th' impatient honour of a haughty lord. BD | 
Of the firſt rank, in intereſt and dependents _ | 
Near equal to the king, forbid retreat. 


That theſe my meaſures were, and ſtill remain 


Whate'er the motive be, deceit, I fear, 


Op an » Officer Baier to S1FFREDI. 
"QF; My Lord, a man of noble port, his face.” 


N d in diſouiſe, 15 earneſt for admiſſion. 


S V. Go bid him enter 


[Offcer goes out. 


Ha! 1 wrap d in 8 1 


| : * at this late ata hour! 
When o'er the world tremend'ous Midnight reigns, 
e 5 the dire e of raging tempeſt N 5 


CENE U. 


Served, On "Coin zinſelf. 1 
875 What! Ha! Far 9 you Welcome . 
once more, 


2 15 this glad roof !—But wy in this Agile 3 
Would I could hope the King exceeds his promiſe! 
7 have his faith ſoon as to. morrow's fun 5 


| Shall oY | 


1 


Shall gil Sicilia's cliffs, you ſhould be free— - 
Has ſome good angel turn'd his heart to Fuſtice I 


= i of raſh advice, or deſpicable weakneſs. 
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O/m. It is not by the favour of Count Tancred 
That I am here. As much I ſcorn his favour, 
As I defy his tyranny and threats 
Our friend, G-#redo, who commands the caſtle, 


On my parole, ere dawn, to render back 


My perſon, has permitted me this freedom. 


Know then, the faithleſs outrage of to- -day, 
By him committed whom you call the King, ID 
Has rais'd Conſiantia's court. Our friends, the friend 
Olk virtue, . juſtice, and of public faith, 
| Ripe for revolt, are in high ferment all. 
This, this, they ſay, exceeds whate' er deform d 
1 © The miſerable days we ſaw beneath 
WILLIAM the Bad. This ſaps the ſolid baſe, 


At once of government and private life; "Rs 


This ſhameleſs impoſition on the faith, 
| © The majeſty of ſenates, this lewd inſult, 
_ © This violation of the rights of men, 
Added to theſe, his ignominious treatment 
Of her th' illuſtrious offspring of our kings, 
© Sicilia's hope, and now our royal miſtreſs. 


« You know, my Lord, how groſsly theſe infringe. 


The late king's will; which orders, if Count 0p 
Make not Conflantia partner of his throne, _ | 


© That he be quite excluded the ſucceſſion, 
And ſhe to Henry given, King of the Romans, 
© The potent Emperor Barberaſſa's ſon, 
Who ſeeks with earneſt inſtance her alliance,” 


I thence of you, as guardian of the laws, 

| As guardian of this will to you intruſted, 
Deſire, nay more, demand, your inflant aid, 
: To ſee it put in vigorous execution. 


S.,. You cannot doubt, my Lord, of my concurrence. 


Who more than I have labour d this great point! Bo 


*Tis my own plan. And, if I drop it now, 
I ſhould be juſtly branded with the ſhame 


bu 


= 1 
{1 
_ - 


Of mighty Cuiſcard's line. Numbers, befrdes, 


Jo ſee the reign of their renown'd forefathers, 
Won by immortal deeds of matchleſs valour, 
Paſs from the gallant Normans to the Suewi, | 
Will, with a kind of rage, eſpouſe his cauſe 
Tis lo, my Lord 
Tis ſurely — if our prating virtue 
Dells not in words alone — O let us join, 
My generous O/mond, to avert theſe woes, 
And yet ſuſtain our tottering Norman kingdom ? 


| We can maintain our rights, and ſave our country, 
May his unnatural blood firſt ſtain the ſword, 
: Who with unpitying fury firſt ſhall bare it! 


But it requires an awful flight of virtue, 
Above the paſſions of the vulgar breaſt, 


Suppoſe my daughter, to her God devoted, 
Were prac within ſome convent's ſacred verge, 
Beneat | 


: . My holy ſcalp,” turn whining monk mt, 
And pray inceſſant for the tyrant's ſafety !— 


A ſacrilegious tyrant, * in contempt _ 
Of all thoſe nobleſt rights, which to maintain oy 
Ils man's peculiar pride, demands my wife ; | 
That I ſhall thus betray the common cauſe 
Of human kind, and tamely yield her up, 
; Even i in the manner you propoſe—O. then 
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But let us not precipitate the matter. 
Conſtantia's friends are numerous and hats: ; 
Vet Tancred's, truſt me, are of equal force. 

_ F'er ſince the ſecret of his birth was known, 


The people all are in a tumult hurl'd , 
Of boundleſs joy, to hear there lives a Prince 


Of powerful barons, who at heart had pin'd, 


be not by paſſion. blinded— 


O/m. But how, Siffred: ? how If by ſoft means 


S. I have a thought The gloriaps work be thine. = 
And thence from thee I hope it, noble Ofmond— 


the dread protection of the altar — _ 
 O/n. Ere then, by heavens !' I world © Sdevontly ſhave 


What! How! becauſe an inſolent invader, ; 


ye. 
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] I were | ſupremely vile! degraded ! amd! . 
The ſcorn of manhood ! and abhor'd of honour? 


Sif. There is, my Lord, an honour, the calm 0 


Of reafon, of humanity and mercy, 
Superior far to this punctilious demon, 


That ſingly miffds itſelf, and oft embroils 
With proud barbarian niceties the world ! 


Ojm. My Lord, my Lord! I cannot brooke your 
adence 


It holds a pulſe unequal to my blood— 


Unblemiſh'd honour is the flower of virtue! 
The vivifying ſoul! and he who lights it 


25 Will leave the other dull and lifeleſs droſs. 


S/. No more — you are too warm. 
Oſm. You are too cool. 


S. Too cool, my Lord! ? I were r too cool, 


Not to reſent this language, and to tell thee— 
I wiſh Earl O/nond were as coolas I 
Too his own ſelfiſh bliſs—ay, and as warm 

IJ0o that of othtrs—But of this no more — 


My daughter is thy wife—l gave her to thee," 


3 And will againſt all force maintain her thine. 

But think not I will catch thy headlong paſſions, 
Whirl'd in a blaze of madneſs o'er the land; _ 

Or, till the laſt extremity.compel me, 


Riſque the dire means of war— The Ling: to- moo²-j 
Will ſet you free; and, if by gentle means 


He does not yield my daughter to thy arms, 
And wed: Conſtantia, as the will requires, 
= Why then expect me on 92 ſide of on 
Let that ſufce. 
V Joes—Forgive my beit 
8 My rankled mind, by injuries inflam' a, 


Yn” be too prompt to take and give offence. 


Sf. Tis pals 'd—Your wrongs, I own, may vell 


- tranſport 


| The wiſeſt eee eee noble Omand, 


Do me more juſtice, honour more my truth, 
Nor mark me with a an "Ns of uit ſuſpicion— 
I 


— 
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Theſe; jars apart Veu may repoſe your fool 
On my firm faith and unremitting friendſhip. 

Of that I ſure have given exalted proof, 
And the next ſun, we ſee, ſhall prove it further 4 
Return, my ſon, and from your friend Goffredo 
Releaſe your word. There try, by ſoft pole, 

To calm your breaſt. 

Om. Bid the vext ocean ſleep, 

Swept by the pinions of the raging north 

But your frail age, by care and toil exhauſted, 
Demands the balm of all- repairing reſt. 


S.. Soon as to-morrow's dawn ſhall ftreak the Kies 1 


I, with my friends in ſolemn tate aſſembled, 
Will to the palace and demand your freedom. 


Ihen by calm reaſon, or by higher means, 


The king ſhall quit his claim, and in the face | 
Of Sicily, my daughter ſhall be apes e 
Farewel. 

Nn. My Lord, good night. 


SCENE I. 


5 One aloe. 2 a er bau. bs 
7 like him not- | 
| ves have mighty matter of ſuſpicion. | 
_ © Tis plain—l ſee it—lurking in his breaſt, | 
He has a fooliſh fondneſs for this king—— _ 


My honour is not ſafe, while here my wife 0 


Remains — Who knows but he this very night 1 
May bear her to ſome convent as he mention do 
The king too—tho' I mother d up my rage, _ 
I1 mark'd it well—will ſet me free to-morrow. _ 15 
Why not to-night ? He has ſome dark deſign - 
By heavens! he has am abus'd moſt groſy; 


: Made the vile tool of this old ſtateſman's ſchemes ; 3 


One 


_ Marry'd to one——Ay, and he knew It 


4 - WHO loves young Tancred | Hemer her Hrooning, = : 


5 en, 


| And 3 
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3 And all her ſoft diſtreſs, when ſhe diſgracd me 
By baſely giving her perfidious hand _ 
»Without her heart Hell and perdition! This, 
© This is the perfidy ! This is the fell, 


The keen, envenom'd, exquiſite diſgrace! 4 
© Which to a man of honour even exceeds 

© The falſhood of the perſon But I now 

© Will rouze me from the poor tame lethargys 


By my believing fondneſs caſt upon me.” 
I will not wait his crawling timid motions, 
Perhaps to blind me meant, which he to motrow 
Has promis'd to purſue. No! e're his ee 


« Shell open on to. morrow's orient beam,” 


I will convince him that Earl O/mond never 
Was form'd to be his dupe— 


„1 know full well 
Th' important weight and danger of the geed +; -- 


But to a man, whom greater dangers preſs, 
* Driv'n to the brink of infamy and horror, 
© Raſhneſs itſelf, and utter e . 
Are the beſt prudence'— 
This night, and lodge her in a place of + 


- will bear her off” 


T have a truſty band that waits not far. 
Hence! let me loſe no time One rapid moment. 


Should ardent form, at once, and execute | 
A A hold deſign— .6 Tis fix'd—Tis done !—Yes, CANE 1 
»When I have ſeiz'd the prize of love and honour,.. 

And with a friend ſecur'd her; to the caftle 
II T will repair, and claim Gefreds's promiſe = 
© To riſe with all his garrifon—My friends | 
| © With brave impatience wait.” The mine is laid, 
9 8 05 And a0 wants wy en touch to Os 


K 


e By your ſad bed, till theſe dread hours ſhall paſs, 


A fhivering horror run thro all my powers, _ 


SCENE w. 


Siciesunb a“ Merken. 
SiGI8MUNDA, LAURA. | 


Laura, Heav*ns ! tis a fearful night! 
Sig Ah! the black rage | 

Of midnight tempeſt, or th' aſſuring fwiles 
Of radiant morn are equal all to me. | 
| Nought now has charms or terrors to my a 
The ſeat of ſtupid woe ! Leave me, my Laura. 
| Kind reſt, perhaps, may huſh my woes a little - 
; Oh for that quiet ſleep that knows no morning! _ 

Laura. Madam, indeed I know not how to go. 

Indulge my fondneis—Let me watch a while 


Sigi Alas! what i is the toil of elements, | 
This idle perturbation of the ſky, e 

To what 1 feel within—Oh that the fires EDS 
Of pitying heaven would point their ney: here ! F 

Goodnight, my deareſt Laura! | 


Laura. Oh I know not | „ 

Ft What this oppreſſion mend.” tis "wk; pain, . 

With tears, I can perſuade myſelf to leave Pati = 
ER Wel ON wy deareſt Ph 


SCENE. v. 


Sioif Ani 6 am 1 then Ae >—The moſt undone, 
= Moſt wretched being, now beneath the cope 
Of this affrighting gloom that wraps the World !— 
I faid ] did not fear—Ah me! I feel 


Ol am nought but tumult, fears and weakneſs! 

| And yet how idle fear when hope is gone, 

Sone, n forever != O thou gentle ſcene 5 

| [Lovking & tour ards ber B * 
7 


PE 
. 
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1 of feet repoſe, where by th* oblivious draught 
OOf each ſad toilſome day, to peace reſtor'd, 


_ Unhappy mortals loſe their woes a while, 


© Thou haſt no peace for me !'—What ſhall I do? 
How paſs this dreadful night, ſo big with terror! — 


| Here, with the midnight fhades, here will I fit, 


[ Sitting downs 
A prey to dire deſpair, and ceaſeleſs weep 


—_ 1 he hours away — Bleſs me !—[ heard a noiſe 


[ Starting up. | 


= No—I miſtook—Nothing but filence reigns _ 


- And awful midnight ONES 0E. — 0 heavens! | 
. L the 8 5 85 


SCENE vi. 


Trense, $torenunDa. - 


"Ta, Be not pong my Lovet 


S.. My royal Lord! why at this is midnight hour, 5 
1 How came you hither ? | 


ud L 


Tanc. By that ſecret way 


os: My Love contriv'd, when we.” in n happier days, 
Us'd to devote thels hours, ſo much in vain, _ 
To vows of love and everlaſting friendſhip. 


Sigi. Why will you thus perfiit to add new ings 


To her dit reſs, who never can be thine | ?- 
O fly me! ay! You know- 


| Tanc, 1 know too much. 


O how I could reproach thee, — 
Pour out my injur d ſoul in juſt complaints! _ | 
But now the time permits not. Theſe ſwift moments, 
I told thee how thy father's artifice 
|  Forc'd me to ſeem perfidious in thy eyes. 
Ah, fatal blindnels ! not to have obſerv'd 


« The mingled pangs of rage and love that took me; 2 


When, by my cruel public ſituation 
od : Compelt d, I only ane conſent, to gain 
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A little time, and more ſecure thee mine.” 
_ Fer fince—A dreadful interval of care! | 
My thoughts have been employ'd, not ut i hope, 
How to defeat S/ Fredi“ barbarous purpoſe. 

But thy ccedulity has ruin'd all, 

Thy rath, thy wild I know not what to name it 
Oh it has prov'd the giddy hopes of man 

To be deluſion ail, and ſickening folly ! 


Sigi. Ah generous Tancred ! ah thy truth deſtroys 


me 


5 Ves, yes, tis I, tis I alone am falſe 


My haſty rage, join'd to my tame ſubmiſſion, 


More than the moſt exalted filial duty 


Could e&'er demand, has daſh'd our oO: of fate 


With bitterneſs unequal d hut, alas! 


What are thy woes to mine ?—to mine! juſt! heaven! [cms 
Now is thy turn of vengeance—hate, renounce we]. 
O leave me to the fate I well deſerve, | 


To fink in hopeleſs miſery !—at leaſt, 


| Try to forget the worthleſs Sigiſmunda ! N 5 
Tanc. Forget thee! No! Thou art my foul itſelftf? 


I have vo thought, no hope, no with but thee! 
© Even this repented injury; the fears 

© That rouze me all to madneſs, at the thought 

Of loſing thee; the whole collected pains _ 
O my full heart, ſerve but to make thee dearer!' 
Ah, how forget thee Much muſt be forgot 

Ere Tancred can forget his Sig:/munda ? | 


Sg. But you, my Lord, mult make that great. 


effort. 
Tant. Can Sioiſminda make i it? * 
Sig. Ah! I know not 
With what ſucceſ.— Eut all that feeble woman 
And love-entangled reaſon can perform, - 1 


I, to the utmoſt, will exert to do it. 1 
Tanc. Fear not—'tis done If thou cant form the DI EY 


| thought, | | 
Succeſs, 18 ſure——1 am forgot already! | 


| FR . 
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Sei, Ah 7 H 1 —Bat, my Lord, raſpect i me more. 
Think who Jam What can you now propoſe ? 


Tanc. To claim the plighted vows wes: heaven has 
heard, 


Jo vindicate the rights of holy love, 


By faith and honour bound, to which compar'd 


"Theſe empty forms, which have enfnar'd thy hand, 
Are impious guile, abuſe, and profanation—— 

© Nay, as a king, whoſe high prerogative 

_ © By this unlicens'd marriage is affronted, 


Jo bid the laws themſelves pronounce it void.” _ 
Sizif. Honour, my Lord, is much too proud to catch. 


At every flender twig of' nice diſtinctions. 
- Theſe for th' unſeeming vulgar may do well: 
But thoſe, Whoſe ſouls are by the nicer rule 

Of virtuous delicacy nobly ſway'd, 
Stand at another bar than that of Los. | 
Ihen ceaſe to urge me—Since I am not born 
JI0 that exalted fate to be your quecti—= 
Or yet a dearer name to be your wife !— 
I am the wife of an illuſtrious Lord, 5 
Of your own princely blood; and what I am, | 
| HI will with proper dignity remain. ET 
jk Retire, my royal Lord 

To cure the wounds this fatal day has . 855 
We meet no more! | 


There i is no means 


Tanc. Oh barbarous Sieifmunda | ' 


: And canſt thou talk thus ſteadily? thus treat me 
With ſuch unpitying, unrelenting rigour? 
Poor is the love, that rather than give up 


A little pride, a little formal pride, 


The breath of vanity! can bear to ſee 
The man whoſe heart was once ſo dear to thine, 
Buy many a tender vow ſo mix'd together, 88 
A prey to anguiſh, fury and diſtraction! | 
Thou canſt not ſurely make me ſuch a Wesch, 
| Thou canſt not Sig; our da — Vet relent, 
O ſave us yet — Radelflo, with my guards, 
Wa aits in the garden J. et us ſeize the moments 


We 
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We ne'er may have again—With more than power, 
I will aſſert thee mine, with faireſt honour. | 
The world ſhall even approve ; each honeſt boſom 
Swell with a kindred joy to ſee us happy. 
Sigiſ. The world approve !—What is the world to 
wel | 
The conſcious mind 4 is its own awful world. — 
And mine is fixt Diſtreſs me then no more. 
Not all the heart can plead (and it, alas! 
Pleads but too much) 


Shall ever ſhake the unclrable diRates | 
That tyrannize my breaſt. 


Tanuc. Tis well—No more | | 
I yield me to my fate— Ves, yes inhuman! _ 
Since thy barbarian heart is ſteel'd by pride, 
Shut up to love and pity, here behold me 
'Caſt on the ground, a vile and abje& wretch ! 
Loſt to all cares, all dignities, all duties! 


Here will I grow, breathe out my faithful ſoul, 


What can I more! 


Here, at thy feet——Death, death alone ſhall vice us! 1 | 


Sigiſ. Have you then vow'd to drive me to perdition? == 


Yes, Tancred! once — 5 
I will forget the dignity my ſtation | 
Commands me to ſuſtain— for the laſt time 


285 Will tell thee, that, 1 fear, no ties, no duty, _ 


Can ever root thee from my hapleſs boſom. _ 
0 leave me! fly me! were it but in pity — 
Jo ſee what once we tenderly have lov'd, | 
Cut off from every hope cut off for ork 

Is pain thy generoſity ſhould ſpare me. 
Then riie, my Lord; and if you truly love me; ; 
lf you reſpe& my honour, nay, my peace, 
 ©« Retire !* For tho” th' emotions of my heart 
Can ne'er alarm my virtue; Vet, alas! 


| They tear it ſo, they pierce it with ſuch anguiſh— = = 


0h © tis too > much . cannot bear the conflict! | 


SCENE 


© 0 E N E vi. 
| Taxckzy, Ozncony, $1615MUNDA? 


Osuoxp, entering, 
Turn, tyrant! turn! and anſwer to my honour, 
For this thy baſe inſufferable outrage ! 
Tanc. Inſolent traitor! think not to eſcape 


. Thyſelf my vengeance ! [They fight. Oſmond alli. 


Sigiſ. Help here! help !-—O heavens 
[Throwing herſelf down by him, 


Alas! my Lord, what meant your headlong gy” 5 
That faith, which I, this day, upon the altar 
To you devoted, is unblemiſh'd, pure, 
As veſtal truth; was reſolutely yours, x 
N oy og the power of aught on earth to o ſhake it, 


_ O/m. Perfidious woman! die !—— 
 [Shortening his Sxuord, he plunges it into ter reef. 


: And to the grave 
955 Attend a huſband, yet but half aveng' 41 T 


\ Tanc. O er! horror! execrable villain! 


Oſen. And, tyrant! thoul — chou ſhalt not o'er my tomb . 
Exult—Tis * you _ die content. 3 1 


SCENE vm. 


Taxexen, $irenzoy sere. StorguunDs, 


LANA. 


7 Pr. [Threeing limſelf 45 5 3 
Quick! here! bring aid !-— All in Palermo bring 

© Whoſe {kill can ſave her Ah! that e boſom Es 

Pours faſt the ſtreams of life. 95 *'s 


Sigi. All aid is vain, 


55 1 feel the powerful hand of death upon me 
5 But 0 it Mee a lweetneſs thro' my fate, 1 
K e 


That 
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That I: am thine again; and, without blame, : 
May in my Tancred's arms reſign my ſoul! __ 
Tanc. Oh death is in that voice! ſo gently mild, 

So ſadly ſweet, as mixes even with mine 
The tears of hovering angels! — Mine again! 

And is it thus the cruel fates have join'd us? 

Are theſe the horrid nuptials they prepare 

For love like ours? ls virtue thus rewarded ? 
< Let not t my impious rage accuſe juſt heaven! 
Thou, Tancred] thou haſt murder d Sigiſmunda ! 
That furious man was but the tool of fate, 

_ © 1, I the cauſe— But I will do thee juſtice _ 

„On this deaf heart! that to thy tender witdom : 
ERefus'd an ear.'—Yes, death ſhall ſoon unite us! 
Sigi Live, live, my Tancred Let my death Luffice | 
To expiate all that may have been amiſs. 2 
May it appeaſe the fates, avert their fury 

From thy propitious reign! Mean time, of x me 8 


And of thy glory mindful, live, I charge thee, _— 
5 1 To guard our friends, and make thy people happy — 


5 My father !. 


(Ol ſerving SIFFREDI fix'd in aſtoniſhment and grief. 
Oh! how ſhall I lift "wy oo EY 

To thee my ſinking er! 
Si. Awful heaven! : 

I am chaftis'd— My deareſt child! 
5 Where am 17 8 

A fearful darkneſs cloſes all cond. | 
My friends! We needs muſt ee nat 8 
Th' imperious call Farewell, my Laura ! cheriſh | 


My poor afflicted father's age Rodolpho, 


Now is the time to watch th' , Tas. 
With all the cares and tenderneſs * — | 
Oh my dear father! bow'd beneath the weight _ 

Of age and grief—the victim even of virtue! 
Receive my laſt adieu! Where art thou, Tancred? 


Give me thy hand—But ah !—it cannot ſave me 


From the dire king of terrors, whoſe cold power 
Creeps o er wy mo. : = 
| | Tones * 


WY 
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Tanc. How theſe pangs digract me! 

5 0 lift thy gracious eyes! Thou leav'ft | me then ! E. 

I' hou leav'ſt me, Seim 2. | 
Sigiſ, Yet a moment 

J had, my Tancred, ſomething | more to fag 

Yes — but thy love and tenderneſs for me 

Sure makes it needleſs Harbour no reſentment 

Againſt my father; venerate his zeal, 

That acted from a pinciple of goodneſs, 5 

From faithful love to thee -Live, and maintain: 

My innocence imbalm'd, . holieſt ns: 

| Preſerve my ſpotleſs memory! die — 

* ETERNAL Mercy take my trembling — 5 

Ohl *tis the only ſting of death! to part 

From thoſe we e thee——farewel, my 5 

Tarn ooo e [Diets 
Tan, Thus then: h 
[Ft py: to bis Sor: 75 held by Robot nd. 5 

| Red. Hold ! hold ! my Lord !—— Have zou? forgot 15 

Yoon Sigiſmunda's laſt requeſt already ? 2 - N 
Tanc. Off? ſet me free! Think not to pd me dow n., 

With barbarous friendihip, to the rack of life! | 


What hand can ſhut the thoaſand thouſand gates, 


Which death ſtill opens to the woes of mortals ?— _ 
© ] ſhall find means No power on earth or hear en 
Can force me to endure the hateful light, | 


Thus rebb'd of all that lent it joy and ſweetneſs}. 
Off! traitors off! or my diſtracted foul _ 


Will burſt indignant from this jail of naturen 
To where ſhe beckons yonder—— No, mild raph! * 
Point not to life — I cannot linger here, 
Cut off from thee, the miſerable pity, _ 
The ſcorn of human-kind !—A trampled king! 
* Who let his mean poor-nearted love, one moment, 135 
To coward prudence ſtoop; who made it not _ 
The firſt undoubting a ion of his reign, 


10 ſnatch thee to his throne, and there to cle nee, 5 
I Thy helpleſs boſom from a ruftian's fury. 


Re? 0 agony * © the tell WW "gs „ _ 
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Of late, of vain repentance ! _Ha! my brain | 
Is all on fire! a wild abyſs of hong | 
Th' infernal world diſcloſes ! See! behold * 
Lo, with fierce ſmiles he ſhakes the bloody ſteel, 
And mocks my feeble tears—Hence ! quickly, hence? 
Spurn his vile carcaſs! give it to the dogs! 
Expoſe it to the winds and ſcreaming ravens ! 
Or hurl it down that fiery ſteep to hell, ” 
There with his ſoul to toſs in flames for ever! 
Ah, impotence of rage! - What am I ?—Where? 
| Sad, filent, all? The forms of dumb deſpair, 
Around ſome mournful tomb What do I ſee? 
This ſoft abode of innocence and love | 


Turn'd to the houſe of death! a place of an 


Ah! that poor corſe ! pale! and deform'd with murder! 


| Is Tons ka e [Throwing himſelf” don by ber. I Ii 


1 SIR EDI. : 
¶ After a pathetic Pauſe, e on the Scene before bim mn] 
Have I liv'd | 
To theſe unfeebled years, by 1 rafery' d, 
Jo be a dreadfil monument of juſtice ? 
Nodolpho, raiſe the king, and bear him bones. 
From this diſtracting ſcene of blood and death. 
Alas? I dare not give him my afliſtance ; 
- y My care would only” more enflame his rage. 


| Behold the fatal FTE of my 4 hand, 


That by rude force the paſſions would command: 


That ruthleſs ſought to root them from the breal? ; 
They may be rul'd, but will not be oppreſt. 
Taught hence, ye parents, who from nature ſtray, 
And the great ties of ſocial life betray; 5 
Ne'er with your children act a tyrant's part: 


Tiis your's to guide, not violate the heart. 


Ye vainly wiſe, who o'er mankind prefide, _ 


. Behold my righteous woes, and drop your pride! 


Keep virtue's ſimple path before your eyes, 
| Nor think from evi] good can ever Tile, - 


BP 


EPILOGUE, 


[Seoken by Miſe BuDGEL.] 


C. 4 to the Throat with wholeſome moral Stuff, 


Alas ! poor Audience ! you have had enough, 
Was ever hapleſs Heroine of a Play 


7 fuch a piteous Plight as ours To-day ? 

Mas ever Woman fo by Lowe betray'd ? 1 

1 Match'd ewvith two Huſbands, and yet die—a Maid. 
But bleſs me 1—hold—IW hat Sounds are theſe I bear | 
"2 ſee the TRAGIC MUSE terfelf appear. 9 


Tbe Back Scene opens, and diſcovers. a romantic 


Sylvan Landſkip ; from which Mrs. CI B BER, in 
the character of the TR ACI Mus, advances 


owly to Muſic, and ſpeaks. the R Lines. 5 


„Hider avith your flippant Balser, that tries 
To avipe the wirtuous Tear from BRITISH Das e 


Tuat dares my Moral Tragic Scene trofane, . 
With Strains- 
Hence from the * unſully'd Beams that 7 play 
In you fair Eyes, where Virtue ſhines 


—at beſt, unſuiting, light and Vain. 


- Azzay | 
Bairoxs, 70 you from chaſte Calalian Groves, 5 


- Where dell the tender, oft unhappy Loves; | 
Where Shades of Heroes roam, each mighty Name, ; 


ot And court my Aid to riſe again to Fame ; 5 
Jo you I come, to Freedom's nobleſt Seat, 


Cn in By. ITANNIA fx * 0 Retreat, on 


ne 


r 


O © heeh the dear Impreſſion on your Br eaſt, 


T1. 


In Oerzer, and Rowe, 1 waht the vll. mal, 
The purple Tyrant trembled at my Steel: 
Nor did 1 leſs ver private Sorrows reign, 5 
Ad mend the melting Heart with ſofter Pain. [ 0 
On FRANCE and You then roſe my erightening Star, | 
With ſocial Ray——The Ak rs are neer at M. ar. 
O. as your Fire and Genius flronger blaze, 


As yours are generous Freedom's bolder lays, | 
Let not the Gallic Tafte leave yours behind, 
In decent Manners and in Life refin'd ; 
 Baniſh the motley Meade, to tag low Verſe, | 
The laughing Ballad to the mournful Herſe. 
I hen thro foe Atts your Hearts have lar ut to glow. i» 
© Teucl'd avith the ſacred. Force of honeſt Wee ; 


Ner — 1 8 it ind a eee 7 on 


